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CHAPTER XIX. 



WOKDSWORTH AND COLERIDGE. 



The Lyrical Ballads were first published, as we have seen, in 
the year 1798, and a second edition, with a supplementary 
volume, in 1800. The following letter, from Wordsworth 
to his friend Cottle, in reference to the first edition, was 
written during his residence at Sockburn. In the postscript 
he gives expression to what he had often felt It is curious 
that, in Wordsworth's case, the early motive to publication 
should have been a " pecuniary " one. 

"Sockburn, 21th July [Postmark 1799]. 

My Dear Cottle, — I thank you for your draft, which 
I received on Friday evening. ... I am not poor enough 
yet to make me think it right that I should take interest 
for a debt from a friend, paid eleven months after it is due. 
If I were in want, I should make no scruple in applying to 
you for twice that sum. I should be very glad to hear so 
good an account of the sale of the Lyrical Ballads, if I were 
not afraid that your wish to give pleasure, and your prone- 
ness to self-deception, had made you judge too favourably. 
I am told they have been reviewed in The Monthly Eeview, 
but I have not heard in what style. . . . God bless you, 
my dear Cottle. — Believe me, your very affectionate friend, 

W. Wordsworth. 
n. A 
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P,S. — . . . My aversion from publication increases 
every day, so much so, that no motives whatever, nothing 
but pecuniary necessity, will, I think, ever prevail upon me 
to commit myself to the press again. . . /* 

Another letter, written long before Wordsworth and 
Southey became intimate, and during the days in which the 
former felt the pinch of poverty, — and published his poems 
mainly as a means of obtaining a frugal livelihood, — ^may 
follow the above. It was also written at Sockbum in 
1799. 

" My Dear Cottle, — . . . Southey's review I have seen. 
He knew that I published those poems for money and money 
alone. He knew that money was of importance to ma If 
he could not conscientiously have spoken differently of 
tlio volume, he ought to have declined the task of review- 
ing it 

Tlie bulk of the poems he has described as destitute of 
merit Am I recompensed for this by vague praises of my 
talents ? I care little for the praise of any other professiomJ 
critic, but as it may help me to pudding. . . . — Believe 
mo dear Cottle, your affectionate friend, 

W. Wordsworth." 

Southoy's appreciation of Wordsworth was afterwards so 
nitifound and enthusiastic, that the publication of this early 
l^t«>r ia harmless to both men ; and, being a true reflection 
of whrtt Wordsworth called " moods of my own mind," it 
lnyi 1^ eerUiin value of its own. 

The now poems, included in the second edition of the 
jjgfic^ BiMads, were all by Wordsworth ; but, from one of 
Ijllnldgo's letters to Godwin, it is clear that Wordsworth 
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had asked Coleridge to contribute to the new edition. On 
October 13, 1800, he wrote : " An attempt to finish a poem 
of mine for insertion in the second volume of the Lyrical 
Ballads has thrown me fearfully back in my bread-and- 
beef-occupations," &c. 

This second edition, in two volumes, appeared at the 
close of the year 1800; the new volume containing the 
"Preface," in which Wordsworth's theory of poetry was 
explicitly unfolded On its publication, the following letter 
was sent to Cottle. It is somewhat curious that he had not 
a copy of the second edition to send to the generous publisher 
of the first. 

''December 1800. 

My Dear Cottle, — . . . Mrs Coleridge and her 
youngest child are now with us. . . . Coleridge is at Kes- 
wick. ... I wish much that I could have presented you 
with a copy of the Lyrical Ballads, but I foolishly did not 
stipulate with Longman for any copies for myself, so that I 
must depend upon his liberality, and must present the few 
copies which I shall have to a few persons who would be 
offended if they did not receive this mark of attention from 
me. . . . — I am, my dear Cottle, yours affectionately, 

W. Wordsworth." 

A month later Wordsworth wrote a letter to the Right 
Hon. Charles James Fox (to whom he had sent a copy of 
the Ballads), in which he explains what had led him to 
select the subjects of several of these ballads. The letter is 
a key to his theory of poetic work : — 

" Grasmere, Westmoreland, 
January 14, 1801. 

Sir, — . ... It is solely on account of two poems in 
the second volume — ^the one entitled The Brothers, and the 
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Other Michael — that I have been emboldened to take i 
liberty of offBring them to you. 

It appears to me that the most calamitous effect whi 
has followed the measures wMcli have lately been pursnj 
in tliia country, is, a rapid decay of the domestic affectiaj 
among the lower orders of society. This eflect the pre 
rulers of this country are not conscious of, or they disrt 
it For many years post, the tendency of society, amon| 
almost all the nations of Europe, has been to produce it ; 
but recently, by the spreading of manufactures through 
every part of the country, by the heavy tax upon postage, 
by workhouses, houses of industry, and the invention of 
8oup-shop3, &c., superadded to the increasing disproportion 
between the price of labour and that of the necessaries of 
life, tbe bonds of domestic feeling among the poor, — as far 
as the influence of these things has extended, — have been 
weakened, and in innumerable instances entirely destroyed, 

Tbe evil would be the less to be regretted, if these 
institutions were regarded only as pulliatives to a disease ; 
but the vanity and pride of their promoters are so subtly 
interwoven witli them, that they are deemed great dis- 
coveries and blessings to humanity. In the meantime, 
parents are separated from their children, and children from 
their parents ; the wife no longer prepares, with her own 
hands, a meal for her husband, tho produce of his labour ; 
there is little doing in bis house in which Ids affections can 
be interested, and but little left in it that he can love. 

In the two poems, Tlte Brothers, and Michael, I have 
attempted to draw a picture of the domestic affections, as I 1 
know they exist among a class of men who are now abnoc 
confined to the north of England. They are small indl 
pendent proprietors of land, here called ' statesmen '— 
of respectable education, who daily labour on their ow 
little properties. The domestic affections wUl always 1 
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strong amongst men who live in a country not crowded 
with population, if these men are placed above poverty. 
But if they are proprietors of small estates, which have 
descended to them from their ancestors, the power, which 
these afifections will acquire amongst such men, is inconceiv- 
able by those who have only had an opportunity of observ- 
ing hired labourers, farmers, and the manufacturing poor. 
Their little tract of land serves as a kind of permanent 
rall3dng point for their domestic feelings, as a tablet upon 
which they are written, which makes them objects of 
memory in a thousand instances, when they would otherwise 
be forgotten. It is a fountain fitted to the nature of social 
man, from which supplies of affection, as pure as his heart 
was intended for, are daily drawn. This class of men is 
rapidly disappearing. . . . 

The most sacred of all property is the property of the 
poor. The two poems, which I have mentioned, were 
written with a view to show that men who do not wear fine , 
clothes can feel deeply. * Pectus enim est quod disertos > 
facit, et vis mentis. Ideoque imperitis quoque, si modo 
sint aliquo affectu concitati, verba non desunt.* The poems ' 
are faithful copies from nature ; and I hope whatever effect 
they may have upon you, you will at least be able to per- 
ceive that they may excite profitable sypipathies in many 
kind and good hearts, and may in some small degree enlarge 
our feelings of reverence for our species, and our knowledge 
of human nature, by showing that our best qualities are 
possessed by men whom we are too apt to consider, not with 
reference to the points in which they resemble us, but to 
those in which they manifestly differ from us. . . . — I 
remain, &c., W. Wordsworth." 

The following letter to Thomas Poole at Nether Stowey 
has a special interest, as bearing on Coleridge, and Words- 
worth's efforts in his behalf : — 
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[Postmark, Jul;/ 1601.] 
My Dear Poole, — ... At present I have taken up 
the pen solely on Coleridge's account, and must confine my 
letter to him aud his affairs. I kuow how much yoii will be 
concerned to hear that his health caunot be said to be mucti 
better, indeed any better at all. He is apparently quite 
well one day, and the next the dt comes on him again with 
as much violence as ever. Theae repeated shocks cannot 
but greatly weaken his constitution ; and he is himself 
afraid that, as the disease (which is manifestly gout) 
keeps much about his stomach, he may be carried off by it, 
with little or no warning. . . . We all here feel deeply 
persuaded that nothing can do him any effectual good, bi 
a change of climate. And it is on this subject that I ba^ 
now written to you. 

The place which he thinks of going to is the AzoreS: 
both for the climate and the batlia — which are known to 
exceedingly salutary in cases of gout and rheumatism — 
and on account of the cheapness of living there, and the 
little expense in getting thither. But you know well how 
poor Coleridge is situated with respect to money affairs; 
indeed, it will he impossible for him to accomplish the 
journey without some assistance. . . . Further, it seems to 
me absolutely necessary that this should he procured in a 
manner the least hurthensome to his feelings possible. If 
the thought of it should hang upon Ms mind when he is 
away, it will undo, or rather prevent, all the salutary efi'ects 
of the climate. ... I have thought it ray duty to mention, 
these circumstances to you, aa being a person more interest 
than perhaps any other in what befalls our common frieni 
... As Coleridge at present does not intend to take 
wife or children with liim, I should hope that £50 niig] 
be enough; if she goes I am sure he will want XlOO, 



it, 

] 
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near it Now it is my opinion, and I dare say will be 
yours, that this money should be lent to him, in whatever 
way you think will ultimately hang the least upon his 
mind. He has mentioned to me a scheme of this sort, viz. : 
that he would write to Grodwin, desiring him to call upon 
some bookseller, to request him to advance £100 upon 
some work to be written by Coleridge within a certain time, 
for the repayment of which £100 Coleridge would request 
you or some other of his friends to be security, if the work 
were not forthcoming at the time appointed. This plan, for 
my own part, though I did not like to say so abruptly to 
Coleridge, I greatly disapprove. As I am sure it would 
entangle him in an engagement, which it is ten to one he 
would be unable to fulfil; and, what is far worse, the 
engagement, while useless in itself, would prevent him from 
doing anything else. My dear Poole, you will do what you 
think proper on this statement of facts. 

W. Wordsworth." 

Another letter from Charles Lamb to Wordsworth should, 
perhaps, have found a place in an earlier chapter. It illus- 
trates both the doings, and the wants, of the Wordsworth 
household, better than many of their own letters do ; and it 
shows what books Wordsworth wished to have about him, 
shortly after taking up his residence at Dove Cottage. 

" Dear Wordsworth,* — I have not forgot your commis- 
sions. But the truth is — and why should I not confess it ? 
— I am not plethorically abounding in cash at this present. 
Merit, heaven knows, is very little rewarded ; but it does 
not become me to speak of myself. My motto is, ' Contented 
with little, yet wishing for more.' Now, the books you 

* LeUera of Charles Lamb, edited by Canon Ainger, vol. i., p. 14*2. 



8 LIFE OF WORDSWORTH. 

wish for would require some pounds, which, I am sorry to 
say, I hivve not by me ; so, I will say at once, if you will 
give me a draft upon your town hanker for any sum you 
propose to lay out, I will dispose of it to the very beat of 
my skill in choice old books, such as my own soul loveth. 
In fact, I have been waiting for the liquidation of a debt 
to enable myself to set about your commission handsomely ; 
for it is a scurvy thing to cry, * Give me the money first,' and 
I am the first of the family of the Lambs that have done it 
for many centuries ; but the debt remains as it was, and my 
old friend that I accommodated has generously forgot it ! 

The books which you want, I calculate at about £S. 
Ben Jonson is a guinea book. Beaumont and Fletcher, in 
folio, the right foho not now to be met with ; the octavos 
are about £5. As to any other dramatists, I do not know 
where to find them, except what are in Dodsley's old plays, 
which are about £3 also. Massinger I never saw but at 
one shop, but it is now gone ; but one of the editions of 
Dodsley contains about a fourth (the best) of Ids plays. 
Oongreve, and the rest of King Charles' moralists, are cheap 
and accessible. The works on Ireland I will enquire after, 
but, I fear, Spenser's is not to be had apart from his poems ; 
I never saw it. But yon may depend upon my sparing no 
pains to furnish you as complete a hbrary of old poets and 
dramatists as will be prudent to buy ; for, I suppose you 
do not include the £20 edition of Hamlet, single play, 
which Kemble has, Marlowe's plays and poems are totally 
vanished ; only one edition of Dodsley retains one, and the 
other two of liia plays ; but John Ford is the man after 
Shakespeare. Let me know your will and pleasure soon, 
for I have observed, next to the pleasure of buying a 
bargain for one's self, is the pleasure of persuading a friend 
to buy it. It tickles one with the image of an imprudency, 
without the penalty usually annexed. C. Lamb," 
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Tiie following letters from Coleridge — the first to Eichard 
(larp. the rest to the Wordswortha — which were written 
efore he left England for Sicily, cast much light on the 

Procter and the acts of both households, and are an in- 
esting sequel to the Grasmere Journala of Dorothy 

ffordsworth. Richard Sharp — Conversation Sharp, as he 
Bed to be called — was a London banker, a Mend both of 

Wordsworth and <k>leridge and most of the literary men of 
J period. To him Coleridge wrote from the King's Arms 
lotel, Kendal, January 15th [the year must be 1804]. 

" My Dear Sir, — I had gone to Grasmere to take fare- 
rell of William Wordsworth, his wife, and his sister, and 
hither your letter followed me. ... I was at Grasmere a 

»hole month, so ill that till the last week I was unable to 

read your letters. Not that my inner being was disturbed ; 
a the contrary, it seemed more than usually serene and self- 
afficing ; but the exceeding pain which I suffered every 
low and then, by the fearful distresses of my sleep, had 
iken away from me the connecting link of voluntary power, 
rhich consciously combines that part of us by which we 
mow ourselves to be, with that outward picture or hiero- 
lyphic, by which we hold communion with our like — 
letween the vital and the organic, or what Berkeley, I sup- 
V would call mind and its sensuous language. I had 
nly just strength enough to smile gratefully on my kind 
rses, who tended me with a sister's and a mother's love, and 
ften I well know wept for me in their sleep, and watched 
Br me even in their dreams. dear sir, it does a man's 
Mrt good, I will not say to know such a family, but even 
> know that there is such a family. In spite of Words- 
rorth'a occasional fits of hypochondriacal uncomfortableuess, 
—from whicli, more or less, and at longer or shorter intervals, 
B baa never been wholly free from his very childhood — in 
E»ita of this hypochondriacal graft, as dear Wedgewood 
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calls it, his is the happiest fumily I ever saw j and, were it J 
not for too great sjiupathy with my ill-health — were I in 
good health, and their neighbour — I verily believe that the 
cottt^e in Grasmere Vale wotUd be a proud sight for Philo- 
sophy. It is with no idle feeling of vanity tliat I speak of 
my importance tu them ; that it is I, ratLer tliau another, 
is almost an accident ; but being so very happy within them- 
eelves they are too good, not the more from- that very reason, 
to want a friend and common object of love out of t 
household. ... I am half angry with Davy for prostitutL 
and profaning the name of I'hilosopher, great Philosophi 
eminent Philosopher, &c, to every fefiow who has made J 
lucky experiment, though the man be Frenchified to I 
heart, and though the whole Seine, with all its filth and 
poison, flows in his veins and actions. 

Of our common friends, laj dear sir, I flatter myself 
that you and I would agree in fixing on J. Wedgewood and 
on Wordsworth as genuine Philosophers — for I have often 
8aid (and no wonder, since not a day passes but the convic- 
tion of the truth of it is renewed in me, and, with the con- 
viction, the accompanj'ing esteem and love), often have I said 
that J, Wedgewood's faults impress me with veneration t 
his moral and intellectual character more than almost a 
otlier man's virtues ; for, under circumstances like his, 1 
have a fault only in that degree is I doubt not in the eye 
God to possess a high virtue. Who does not prize 
retreat of Moreau more than all tho straw-blaze of Bom 
parte's victories ? . . . 

W. Wordsworth does not excite that almost painfully pre 
found moral admiration, which the sense of the exceedinj 
difficidty of a given virtue can alone call forth, and whid 
therefore I feel exclusively towards J, Wedgewood ; 
on the otlier hand, he is an object to be contemplated will 
greater complacency, because he both deserves to be and i| 
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a happy man ; and a happy man not from natural tempera- 
ment, for therein lies his main obstacle, not by enjoyment 
of the good things of this world — for even to this day, from 
the first dawn of his manhood, he has purchased independ- 
ence, and leisure for greatly good pursuits, by austere 
frugality and daily self-denials — nor yet by an accidental 
confluence of amiable and happy-making friends and 
relatives, for every one near to his heart has been placed 
there by choice, and after knowledge and deliberation; but 

(n e_js aj tappy man, because he is a Philosopher, because he 
knows the intrinsic value of the different objects of human 
pursuit, and regulates his wishes in strict subordination to 
that knowledge ; because he feels, and with a practical faith,^ 
the truth of that which you more than any, my dear sir, 
have with great good sense and kindness pressed upon me, 

(that we can do but one thing well, and that therefore we 
must make a choice^) ^e has made that choice from his 
early youth, has pursued, and is pursuing it ; and certainly 
no small part of his happiness is owing to this unity of in- 
terest, and that homogeneity of character which is the 
natural consequence of it, and which that excellent man, the 
poet Sotheby, noticed to me as the characteristic of Words- 
worth; 

vWordsworth is a poet, a most original poet.) He no 
more resembles Milton, than Milton resembles Sliakespeare. 
He no more resembles Shakespeare, than Shakespeare re- 
sembles Milton. He is himself ; and I dare affirm that he 

r will hereafter be admitted as the first and greatest philoso- 
pliical poet, the only man who has effected a complete and 
constant synthesis of thought and feeling, and combined 
them in poetic form, with the music of pleasurable passion, 
and with Imagination, or the modifying power, in the highest 
sense of the word, in which I venture to oppose it to Fancy, 
or the aggi^egating power, in that sense in which it is a dim 



12 LIFE OF WORDSWORTH. 

analogue of creation — not all that we can Mieve, but l 
that we can amccive of creation^ Wortlsworth is a poet, a 
I feel myself a better poet in imowing how to honour h 
than in all my own poetic compoaitiona, all I have done or 
hope to do ; and I prophesy immortality to his Redusc as 
the first and finest philoBopliical poem, if only it be, as it 
undouljtedly will be, a faithful transcript of his own most 
august and innocent life, of his own habitual feelings, and 
modes of seeing and hearing." 

[He then describes hia walk from Graamere to Kendal 
on the previous day, — January 14, — a distance of nineteen 
miles, in four hours thirty-five minutes ; and speaks of his 
hope of spending a winter in Malta,] 

The other letters were written from Dunmow — Sir George 
Beaumont's residence in Essex— and from Portsmouth, to 
the Wordsworth family jointly. 

" Dmniow, Essex, Wadnexiajf N^hx, ^| 
Hatf-piut 11, Fdt. 8(A, 1804. H 

My Dkaeest Friends, — . . . Greenough has read me 
an admirable, because most minute Journal of his Sights, 
Doings, and Doue-iintos in Sicily. 

Aa to money, I shall avaQ myself of an X105 to be 
repayed by you on the 1st of January 1805, and another 
XI 00, to be employed in paying the Life Assurance, the 
bills at Keswick, Mrs Fricker, next half year ; and, if any 
remain, to buy me comforts (or my voyage, &c., Dante and 
a dictionary. I shall borrow part from my brotliers, and 
part from Stuart I can live a year at Catania (for I have 
no plan or desire of travelling except up and down ^ina) 
for £100, and the getting back I shall trust to chance. 

my dear, dear friends ! if Sicily should become a 
British Island — as all the inhabitants intensely desire it 
to be, — and if the climate agree with you as well as I doubt 
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not it will with me, and if it be as much cheaper than 
even Westmoreland, as Greenough reports, and if I could 
get a Vice-Consulship — of which I have little doubt — O 
what a dream of happiness could we not realize? But 
mortal life seems destined for no continuous happiness, save 
that which results from the exact performance of dutj ; 
and blessed are you, dear William ! whose path of duty lies 
through vine-trellised elm-groves, through love and joy and 
grandeur. * O for one hour of Dundee ! ' How often shall 
I sigh, * Oh ! for one hour of The Recluse ! * 

I arrived at Dunmow on Tuesday, and shall stay till 
Tuesday morning; you will direct No. 116 Abingdon 
Street, Westminster. I was not received here with mere 
kindness; I was welcomed almost as you welcomed me 
when first I visited you at Eacedown. And their solicitude 
and attention is enough to effeminate one. Indeed, indeed, 
they are kind and good people ; and old Lady Beaumont, 
now eighty-six, is a sort of miracle for beauty, and clear 
understanding and cheerfulness. The house is an old house 
by a tan-yard, with nothing remarkable but its awkward 
passages. We talked by the long hours about you and 
Hartley, Derwent, Sara, and Johnnie; and few things, I am 
persuaded, would delight them more than to live near you. 
I wish you would write out a sheet of verses for them, and 
I almost promised for you that you should send that delicious 
poem on the Highland Girl at Inversnade. . . . 

S. T. Coleridge." 

" Dunmow, Essex, Wednesday^ 
Feb, 16, 1804. 

My Deakest Fkiexds, — ... ! I conjure you, my 
dearest Dorothy and Mary ! as you love me, as you value 
my utilities when absent from you, to set about making a 
copy of all William's MS. poems. I solemnly promise that 
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no English eye aliall behold a line of them, either before 
after my Sicilian tour. I feel, I feel, what a tri 
what an inspiring Deity they will be to ine when I am 
absent. I would not talk thus warmly if I did not know 
hmo much I am asking, therefore it is fit I should express 
how preat the good will be. 

1 leave this place on Friday morning. I assure yoa 
that Sir tleorge Beaumont has often talked of William, his 
domestic happiness, and his height of tmiqucneas of poetic 
genius, till the tears have been in his eyes, and on Lady 
Beaumont's cheeks, who verily has a soul in point of quick 
enthusiastic feeling, so much Uke to Dorotliy's, only not 
Dorothy's powers. Yet she has mentioned many things, to 
me very very interesting, concerning her early life and 
feelings." 

" Mb J. C. Motlet's, PonTSMODTH, 

Wadntsday Morning, April 4, 1804. 

My Deahest Fkiends, — ... dearest and most 
revered William \ I seem to grow weaker and weaker in 
my moral feelings, and everything tliat forcibly awakes me 
to person and contuigcncy, strikes fear into me, sinkings 
and misgivings, alienation from the spirit of hope, obscuie 
withdrawings out of life, and a wish to retire into stoninesa 
and to stir not, or to be diffused upon the winds and have 
no individual existence. ... I most eagerly wish to have my 
beloved Dorothy's tour. ... If, however, Southey should 
not go, and you should not have it ready, then send it 
exactly in the same letter-form, and in letters, each short 
of an ounce and three-quarters, inclusive of the two envelopes, 
directed — 1. S. T. Coleridge, Esqre., Mr J. C. Motley's, 
Portsmouth. 2. Inclose tliis in an envelope, directed simply, 
Jno. Rickman, Esqre. 3. Inclose tliis in another cover, 
and direct it to The Right Honorhle. the Speaker, Palace 
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Yard, Westaninster. N,B, — Whatever you do, do not forget 
the second cover to Bickman, lest the Speaker should find 
himself letter-smuggler to Squire Coleridge ; and secondly, 
send them not altogether, nor even day after day, but 
interpose four or ' five days between each letter, and 
after this once every month or six weeks. If dear William 
have written any verses, more than will go in a single sheet 
to Lamb, you will send an ounce and three-quarters to me 
at Motley's ... dear, dear friends ! I love you, even 
to anguish love you ; and I know no difference, I feel no 
difference between my love of little Sara and dear little 
John.' Being equally with me, I could not but love them 
equally; how could I — the child of the 'man, for whom I 
must find another name than friend, if I call any others 
but him by the name of friend — Mary and Dorothy's own 
darling, the first free hope of you all ! . . . S. T. C." 

Every one who is familiar with the literary liistory of 
England at the beginning of this century knows the close- 
ness of the tie which bound Wordsworth and Coleridge to 
each other. It was a tie of more than ordinary friendship, 
growing out of a community of thought, feeling, sympathy, 
and affection; but this profound, and in some respects 
unparalleled friendship, was quite consistent with a keen 
sense of the limitations of each other's genius, and even 
with a vivid critical exposure of these. It is a total 
mistake to suppose that the literary coterie at Grasmere, 
Keswick, &a, — a group to which Soutliey and Lamb 
(though resident in London) belonged, as well as Words- 
worth and Coleridge, — was a " mutual admiration society." 
Southey's criticism of Wordsworth was as trenchant, as his 
eulogy was just : Lamb's satire on his weaknesses as arrowy 
and true, as his appreciation of his merits was far-reaching ; 
and Coleridge's discernment of faults in the poetic work of his 
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friend was as clear-eyed, as his insight into the unique 
greatness of that work was pnrfonnd, and his praise of it 
generous and unstinted. 

The letter to Richard Sharp, printed at pp. 9-12, is suffi- 
cient evidence both of the depth of his sympathy and the 
incisiveness of his criticism : but additional letters exist — 
although they have not yet been pubUshed — ^which make 
this as clear, as the Biographia LUeraria disclosed the other 
side of the picture. That the two men should sometimes 
misunderstand one another was inevitable. With all their 
affinities, there were radical (even constitutional) differences 
of temperament and of character within them ; and these 
differences became greater as years advanced. 
' Coleridge used to complain of the " self-involution " of * 
Wordsworth. ' He lamented that so much was done for him 
by his sister and wife, that they even spoiled him by their 
devotion. He had an honest dread lest this should do his 
friend permanent harm, shutting him up more and more 
within himself. He even lamented the fact that Words- 
worth's genius turned so much to " lyrical ballads/' and to 
" sonnets," — small poems dealing with small themes, — 
instead of flowing freely forth, toward what he (Coleridge) 
told him, in season and out of season, should be the great 
work of his life, viz., the projected poem of The Beduse.' 
His desertion of this to write smaller lyrics, — poems of 
" tlie fancy " or the " imagination," of " the affections," or of 
" sentiment and reflection," — he likened to his friend's 
forsaking a mountain track, to wander in lanes and alleys ; 
or to his haunting waterfalls, rather than sailing out over 
the great ocean of poetic work, under the steady wind of 
inspiration. And there was truth in the criticism. The 
majority of the reviews that had appeared, hostile to 
Wordsworth, were so blind and ignorant, that he not only 
ignored them, but defied them; and in his defiance — grand 
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^ though it was, and magnificent as its results were — he 

overshot the mark, and certainly wrote some trifles that the 

world would now " willingly let die." 

The urgency of Coleridge was not without its good effect. 
Wordsworth's chief work during the years 1804-5 was 
the continuation and completion of The Prelude. I must 
refer the reader to the prefatory note to this poem (voL iiL 

. pp. 120-127) for details as to its composition. Several 
facts, however, unknown to me when that note was written, 
we contained in another letter of Wordswgrth's to his 
Mend, Bichard Sharp, which I have recently received (with 
several others) from Mrs Drummond, Fredley, Dorking. It 
will be seen that from the first he had no intention of 

- publishing the autobiographical introduction to The Heduse 
in his own lifetime, cmd that this reluctance was due to 
modesty. Although 2%e '^Prelude had only reached the 
seventh book, he says " it is a frightful deal to say about 

myself." 

" Grasmere, April 29, 1804. 

My Deab Sm, — I have long considered myself as owing 
you a letter, though Coleridge was so good as to be my 
amanuensis some time ago, and express my acknowledgments 
of your kindness in writing to me, and your present of 
the Minstrelsy of the Border. You did flatter me with a 
sort of hope that I should receive from you a MS. poem 
of your own, which I have expected with no little eager- 
ness. . . . My sister writes to Charles Lamb to-day. 
. . . Among the many inducements which I have had to 
write to you, a wish to return the thanks of my family, 
joined with my own, for your kindness, and more than 
kindness, to our dear and honoured friend Coleridge, during 
his late residence in town, has not been the least. He 
spoke in the warmest terms of the many affectionate atten- 
tions he received from you, and believe me, dear sir, it gave 

II. B 
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me the greatest pleasure to think, not on his account, l 
yours also, that such an intercourse had taken place betw 
you ; as I am sure nothing could be more grateful to 3 
heart than to be useful to such a man, going upon an err 
in which all his friends must be deeply interested. I 1 
not say how much our iireside has suffered upon tJw ^ 
melancholy occasion, and what a loss he will be to us. 

We are indebted to you for a world of pleasure in our 
Scotch tour,* the how, the when, and the where I will 
explain when we have the satisfaction of seeing you here 
again. . . . The leaves which ought to have been out a 
month ago are now budding fast, and our little orchard ia 
in the full height of its primrose beauty. Summer will 
soon be here ; and, as I take for granted you don't mean to 
expose yourself to he kidnapped in Germany, and most 
other parts of the Continent are probably too distmit for 
your limited tour, we may look forward with some confi- 
dence to the pleasure of seeing you here. Ton will be very 
welcome ; and I have made some discoveries in Grasmere, 
which I sliall be delighted to show you, little untliought of 
nooks, that are as beautiful as they are sliy. You will 
perhaps see in the London papers an estate at Troutbeck 
advertised for sale. It consists of a furnished cottage, a 
decent sort of a house for this country, that is considerably 
better than mine, and thirty acres of land. The house is 
on the side of Troutbeck Vale, opposite to your chosen 
spot, and about a mile further up the valley, hut in every 
respect inferior to yours ; no view of "Windermere ; and in 
"ly opinion by no means an eligible situation. It ia at 
priiaimt occupied by Mr Ibbetson the painter, 

I have been very busy these last ten weeks; having 
Writltin between two and three thousand lines — accurately 

^ttViuiT iH"*'^^'' wlorrod to nggMtioiia m»de by Shsrp of plncei to rtrit 
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near three thousand — in that time ; namely, four books, and 
a third of another, of the poem which I believe I mentioned 
to you on my own early life. I am at present in the seventh 
book of this work, which will turn out far longer than I 
ever dreamt of. It seems a frightful deal to say about 
myself, and, of course, will never be published (during my 
lifetime, I mean) till another work has been written and 
published, of suflBcient importance to justify me in giving 
my own history to the world. I pray God to give me life 
to finish these works, which I trust will live, and do good ; 
especially the one to which that I have been speaking of as 
so far advanced is only supplementary. FarewelL Re- 
member me kindly to Mr Eogers, and believe me, with best 
regards from my wife and sister, and with the greatest 
esteem and respect on my part, yours sincerely, 

" W. WORDSWOIITU." 



CHAPTER XX. 

LATER YEAB3 IN DOVE COTTAGE 

The earlier half of Wordsworth's life is much more e 
divided into chapters, which correspond with his movemea 
from place to place, than the later half of it, when he ^ 
a constant resident in the land be has made Ulnstrious by 
his poems, except during visits to friends, and excursions in 
Britain or the Continent. After he took up bia abode 
at Grasmere, the most significant thing in bis life was the 
quiet development of bis poetic genius along its selected 
and somewhat secluded pathway. Add to this frequf 
visits to London, and to such places as Coleorton in LeicesU 
shire, and Erinsop Court in Hereford, to Lowther or \ 
Cambridge, the tours he made in Scotland, Wales, Irelai 
and the Continent of Europe, which be afterwards mei 
rialised in his poems, the issue of successive volumes « 
these poems — inappreciative notices, and hostile criticism 
giving place, by slow degrees, to recognition and to fame — 
the arrival of friends and visitors to bis household, his waiks 
and conversations witli these friends in the district of tlie 
Lakes, the work (increasingly laborious) of bis office as dis- 
tributor of stamps for the counties of Westmoreland and 
Cumberland, bis interest in gardening, and the practical 
assistance he gave to his friends in laying out their gardei 
grounds, the part he took in local county politics, and t 
usual incidents, the joys and sorrows of domestic life, throuf 
a long, and on the whole a vei; tranquil career. 

Shortly before he started on his first Scottish tour, 1 
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eldest son, John, was bom, on June 18th, 1803. His 
eldest daughter, Dorothy (or Dora, as she was called, to dis- 
tinguish her from her aunt Dorothy), was bom on the 16th 
of August 1804, her mother's birthday. A second son, 
Thomas, was bom on the 16 th of June 1806; another 
daughter, CJatherine, on the 6th September 1808 ; and the 
third son, William, on the 12th of May 1810. Many 
allusions to his children occur throughout the poems, 
especially to Dora, whose picture is drawn in The Longest 
Bay and in The Triad. 

YoT detailed information as to the circumstances under 
which the poems were composed, and the years to which 
they belong, readers of this life must refer to the notes 
in the earlier volumes of the edition. The chronological 
table is, unfortunately, not quite accurate; information, 
obtained since it was compiled, having led me to change 
some dates.* Incidents referred to in these (and in Miss 
Fenwick's) notes may be further illustrated, however, by 
letters, and memoranda of various kinds. It is with a view 
of illustrating the poems, by exhibiting what mamier of man 
the poet was, rather than of giving a critical estimate of 
either, that these memoranda are brought together. 

A special interest attaches to Wordsworth's relations to 
the more eminent of his contemporaries in literature. 
During the Scottish tour of 1803 he made the acquaintance 
of Walter Scott. 

"It was in the September of this year that Scott 
first saw Wordsworth. Their common acquaintance, 
Stoddart, had so often talked of them to each other, 
that they met as if they had not been strangers ; and they 
parted friends. 

* The errors in the chronological table of this edition, and others which 
snrrive in the sabeeqaent table given in the Transactions of '* The Words- 
worth Society," are corrected in the volame of Selections from Wordsworth 
by members of that Society, which wiU be published this autumn. 
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Mr and Misa Wordsworth had jnst completed that toor- 
tlie Highlands, of which so many inddenta have 
iiDinortahsed, both in the poet's verse, and in tlie hardlv 
poetical prose of Iiis sister's diary. On the morning of 
1 7th of September, haviiig left their carri^^ at Ec 
tliey walked down the valley to Lasswade, and arrived there 
before Mr and Mrs Scott had risen. ' We were received,' 
Mr Wordsworth has told me, ' with that frauk cordiality 
which, under whatever circimistances I afterwards met him, 
always marked his manners ; and, indeed, I found him then 
in eveiy respect- — except perhaps that his animal spirits 
were somewhat higher — precisely the same man that you 
knew him in later life ; the same lively, entertaining con- 
versation, full of anecdote, and averse from disquisition ; the 
same unaffected modesty about lumself ; the same cheerful 
and henevoleut and hopeful vie'ws of man and the world. 
He partly read and paitly recited, sometimes in an enthn- 
siastic style of chant, the first four cantos of The Latj of the 
Last Minstrel ; and the novelty of the mannere, the clear 
picturesque descriptions, and the easy, glowing energy of 
much of the verse, greatly delighted me." 

After this he walked with the tourists to Kosalyn, and 
promised to meet them in two days at Melrose, The night 
before they reached Melrose they slept at the little quiet inn 
of Clovenford, where, on mentioning his name, tbey were 
received with all sorts of attention and kindness, — the land- 
lady observing that Mr Scott, ' who was a very clever 
guntleman,' was an old friend of the house, and usually 
Bl>ent a good deal of time there during the fishing season ; 
hut, indeed, says Mr Wordsworth, ' wherever we named 
him, we fonnd the word acted as an opcw sesame; and I 
believe, that in tlie character of the Sfwriff's friends, we might 
have counted on a hearty welcome under any roof in the 
Border county.' 
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He met them at Melrose on the 19th, and escorted them 
through the Abbey, pointing out all its beauties, and pouring 
out his rich stores of history and tradition. They then 
dined, and spent the evening together at the inn ; but Miss 
Wordsworth observed that there was some difficulty about 
arranging matters for the night, ' the landlady refusing to 
settle anything until she had ascertained from the Sheriff 
himself that he had no objection to sleep in the same room 
with Wiiliam' Scott was thus far on his way to the Cir- 
cuit Court at Jedburgh, in his capacity of Sheriff, and there 
his new friends again joined him ; but he begged that they 
would not enter the court, ' for,' said he, ' I really would 
not like you to see the sort of figure I cut there/ They did 
see him casually, however, in his cocked hat and sword, 
marching in the judges' procession to the sound of one 
cracked trumpet, and were ,then not surprised that he should 
have been a little ashamed of the whole ceremonial. He 
introduced to them his friend William Laidlaw, who was 
attending the court as a juryman, and who, having read 
some of Wordsworth's verses in the newspaper, was exceed- 
ingly anxious to be of the party, when they explored at 
leisure, all the law-business being over, the beautiful valley 
of the Jed, and the ruins of the Castle of Ferniehurst, the 
original fastness of the noble family of Lothian. The grove 
of stately ancient elms about and below the ruin was seen 
to great advantage in a fine, grey, breezy autumnal after- 
noon ; and Mr Wordsworth happened to say, * What life 
there is in trees ! ' * How different,' said Scott, ' was the 
feeling of a very intelligent young lady, bom and bred in the 
Orkney Islands, who lately came to spend a season in this 
neighbourhood ! She told me nothing in the mainland 
scenery had so much disappointed her as woods and trees. 
She found them all so dead and lifeless, that she could never 
help pining after the eternal motion and variety of the ocean. 
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And so back she bas gone, and I believe notJiiug will ever 

tempt her from the n'in4-swrpt Orcades again.' 

Next day they all proceeded together up the Teviot to 
Hawick. Scott entertaining his friends with some l^end or 
ballad connected with every tower or rock they passed. He 
made them stop for a little to admire i>articularly 
deep and solemn retirement, called Sonus Pool from il 
having been tlie daily liaunt of a contemplative scboolmt 
known to him in his youth ; and at Kirkton he pointed 
the little village schoolhouse to which bis friend Leyden 
walked six or eight miles every day across the moors ' 
a poor barefooted boy.' From Hawick, where they 
the night, he led them next morning to the brow of a 
from which tbey could see a wide range of the border 
mountains, Rul)erslaw, the Carter, and the Cheviots; and 
lamented that neither their engagements nor his own woi 
permit them to make at this time an excursion into 
wilder glens of Liddesdale, ' where,' said he, ' I 
strolled so often and so long, that I may say I have a' 
home in every farm house.' ' And indeed,' adds Mr 
Wordsworth, ' wherever we went with him, he seemed to 
know everj'body, aud everybody to know and like 
Here tbey parted — tlie Wordsworths to pursue their joumi 
homeward by Eskdale — he to return to Lasswade." 

On the 16th of January, 1805, Wordsworth wrote 
Scott from Grasmere, urging liim to come and visit 
Lake Country. He said — 

" If you come next summer Southey will almost ce: 
t be at Keswick, and I hope Coleridge also ; although it 
K.l>e the duty of all his friends to do their utmost in foi 

1 from the country, to which he is so much attached, 
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the rainy climate disagrees with him miserably. When 
Coleridge has found out a residence better suited to his 
state of health, we shall remove and settle near him. I 
mention these things that you may be prevailed upon to 
come and see us here, while we are yet such near neigh- 
bours of yours, and inhabitants of a country, the more 
retired beauties of which we can lead you to better than 
anybody else. . . . 

I am very glad to hear of your farm on Tweedsida You 
will be quite in the district of your own most interesting 
local feelings, a charming country besides ; and I was not 
a little glad it brought you so much nearer to us, instead of 
removing you so much further away from us. I sincerely 
wish you fortime in your fanning labours, good crops, 
thriving cattle, and little vexation. 

On the other side you will find a few stanzas, which I 
hope (for the subject at least) will give you some pleasure.* 
I wrote them, not without a view of pleasing you, soon after 
OUT return from Scotland, though I liave been too lazy to 
send them to you till now. They are in the same sort of 
metre as the Leader Haughs, and I have borrowed the name 
Bum-mill meadow from that poem, for which I wish you 
would substitute something that may really be found in the 
Vale of Yarrow. . . . Believe me, your sincere friend, 

W. Wordsworth." 

On the 7th of March 1805 Wordsworth wrote to Scott, 
on his sister's receiving from him a copy of The Lay of the. 
Last Minstrel: — 

" Dear Scott, — We have at last received your poem, for 
which my sister returns you her sincere thanks. High as 
our expectations were, I have the pleasure to say that 
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the poem has surpassed them much. We think you have 
completely attained your object. The book is throughout 
interesting and entertaining, and the picture of manners 
as lively as possible." 

In the autumn of 1805, Walter Scott and his wife 
\'isited the Wordsworths at Dove Cottage ; and during the 
visit, Wordsworth and Scott, accompanied by Humphry 
Davy, ascended Helvellyn — an expedition often afterwards 
referred to. In the Musings near Aquapend4^Ue, written 
during the Italian tour of 1837, he thought of 

Old Helvellyn*8 brow 
Where once together, in his day of strength, 
We stood rejoicing, as if earth were free 
From sorrow, like the sky above our heads. 

Scott was in one of his raciest moods, overflowing with 
mirth and anecdote. 

Shortly afterwards, Wordsworth wrote the following letter 
to Sir Walter, on the literary work which the latter had 
undertaken, viz., an edition of Dryden. The letter contains 
Wordsworth's critical opinion on many points besides the 
merits of Dryden. 

" Paterdale, November 7, 1805. 

My Dear Scott, — . . . Your letter was very wel- 
come. I am not apt to haunt myself with fears of accident 
from flood and field, &c. It was nevertheless pleasant to 
hear that you had got home well. ... I often think with 
delight of the few days you were with us, and live in hope 
that we may enjoy sometliing of the same kind at some 
future period. I should like exceedingly to meet you some- 
where next summer, either here or in your own country, or 
both ; and certainly (if an engagement, under which I am 
at present partly bound, does not take place) shall do so, 



LATER YEARS IN DOVE COTTAGE. 27 

provided you have as much leisure and inclination as I. I 
long much to see more of Scotland, both north and south. 
It is (not excepting the Alps) the most poetical country I 
ever travelled through. 

Like you, I had been sadly disappointed with Todd's 
Spenser ; not with the Life, which I think has a suflBcient 
share of merit, though the matter is badly put together ; 
but three parts of four of the notes are absolute trash. 
That style of compiling notes ought to be put an end to. 
I was much pleased to hear of your engagement with 
Dryden ; not that he is, as a poet, any great favourite of 
mine. I admire his talents and genius highly, but his 
is not a poetical genius. The only qualities I can find 
in Dryden that are essentially poetical, are a certain ardour 
and impetuosity of mind with an excellent ear. It may seem 
strange that I do not add to this great command of language ; 
tJuit he certainly has, and of such language too, as it is most 
desirable that a poet should possess, or rather, that he should 
^ not be without. But it is not language that is, in the 
highest sense of the word, poetical, being neither of the 
imagination nor of the passions — I mean of the amiable, 
the ennobling, or intense passions. ■ I do not mean to say 
that there is nothing of this in Dryden, but as little, I 
think, as is possible, considering how much he has written. 
You will easily understand my meaning, when I refer to 
his versification of Palamon and Arcite, as contrasted with 
the language of Chaucer. Dryden has neither a tender 
heart, nor a lofty sense of moral dignity. Whenever his 
language is poetically impassioned, it is mostly upon 
unpleasing subjects, such as the follies, vices, and crimes 
of classes of men, or of individuals. That his cannot be 
the language of imagination, must have necessarily followed 
from this ; that there is not a single image from nature in 
the whole body of his works ; and in his translation from 
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Virgil, whenever Virgil can be fairly said to have Ms 
upon hia object, Bryden always soils the passage. 

But too much of this ; I am glad that you are to 
his editor. His political and satirical pieces may be greal 
benefited by illnatration, and even absolutely require 
. . . I have read Dryden's works (all but liis plays) with 
great attention, but my observations refer entirely to matters 
of taste. Things of this Iciud appear letter anywhere than 
when tagged to a poet's works, where they are absolal 
impertinences. In the beginning of the Absalom you 
an allusion to a freak or revel of the Duke of Monmouth 
rather a serious kind. This I remember is mentioned in 
Andrew Marvel's poem, which I have not seen these many 
years ; but that I think you might peep into with advantage 
for your work. One or two of the Prologues may be illustrated 
from Gibber's Apology. A correct text ia the first object of 
editor; then such notes as explain difBcult or unintelligil 
passages, or throw light upon them ; and lastly, which 
much less importance, notes pointing out passages or auth( 
to whom the poet has been indebted, not in the paddii 
of a phrase here and phrase there (which is detestable 
B general practice), but where the poet has had easeni 
obligations as to matter or manner. 

Let me hear from you as soon as convenient. If I 
be of any use, do not fail to apply to me. One 
I may take the liberty to suggest, which is, when 
come to the Fables, might it not be advisable to print' 
the whole of the Tnlcs of Boccaccio in a smaller type in 
the original language ? If this should look too much like 
Bwelling a book. I should certainly make such extracts 
, BB would show where Dryden had moat strikingly improved 

fallen below, his original. I think hia translatioiu 
Boccaccio are the best, at least the most [xietical, of hit 

It is many years since I saw Boccaccio, but 
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remember that Sigismunda is not married by h\Tr\ to Guis- 
card (the names are dififerent in Boccaccio in both tales, I 
believe, certainly in Theodore, &a). I think Dryden has 
much injured the story by the marriage, and degraded 
Sigismmida*s character by it He has also, to the best of 
my remembrance, degraded her still more, by making her 
love absolute sensuality and appetite ; Dryden had no 
other notion of the passion. With all these defects, and 
they are very gross ones, it is a noble poem. Guiscard's 
answer, when first reproached by Tancred, is noble in 
Boccaccio, nothing but this : Amor pud molto piil che ne voi 
ne to possiamo. This, Dryden has spoiled. He says first 
very well, * The faults of love by love are justified,' and 
then come four lines of miserable rant, quite d, la Maximin, 
Farewell, and believe me ever, — ^Your affectionate friend, 

William Wordsworth." 

This letter was written from Paterdale, during an ex- 
cursion which Wordsworth made with his sister in 1805, 
from Xovember 7th to 13th. Dorothy Wordsworth wrote 
one of her customary journal records of this tour, or 
"moimtain ramble;" and it is one of the most curious 
instances of the literary " communism " between them, 
already referred to, that when, in 1835, the brother pre- 
pared a new edition of his (hiide throu{jh the District of the 
Lakes in the North of England, iScc, (it was the 5 th edition), 
he concluded it by incorporating the whole, or nearly the 
whole, of his sister's journal, without any indication to the 
reader of who the real journalist was, or when his own 
work ended, and that of his sister began ! As found amongst 
the sister s MS., it is simply entitled, " A Mountain Ramble," 
and is as follows : — 

" Wednesday, November 7th, — On a damp and gloomy morn- 
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ing we Bet forward, Williain on foot, and I upon the pony, with 
William's greatcoat slung over the saddle cratch, and a wallet 
containing our bundle of " needments." As we went along 
the mist gathered upon the valleys, and it even rained all the 
way to the head of Patterdale ; but there was never a drop 
upon my habit larger than the smallest pearls upon a lady's 
ring. The trees of the laiger island upon Rydale Lake 
were of the most goigeous colours ; the whole island reflected 
in the water, as I remember once in particular to have seen 
it with dear Coleridge, when either he or William observed 
that the rocky shore, spotted and streaked with purplish 
brown heath, and its image in the water, together were 
like an immense caterpillar, such as, when we were children, 
we used to call Woolly Boys, from their hairy coats. . . . 
As the mist thickened, our enjoyments increased, and my 
hopes grew bolder ; and when we were at the top of Kirk- 
stone (thougli we could not see fifty yards before us) we 
W(iro as happy travellers as ever paced side by side on a 
h(jli(lay ramble. At such a time and in such a place every 
scattered stone the size of one's head becomes a companion. 
Th(;re is a fragment of an old wall at the top of Eirkstone, 
which, magnified yet obscured as it was by the mist, was 
H(!iircely less interesting to us, when we cast our eyes upon 
it, than the view of a noble monument of ancient grandeur 
hiiH be(in — yet this same pile of stones we had never before 
()bH(jrvc(L When we had descended considerably, the fields 
of Iliirtsop, below Brotherswater, were first seen like a lake, 
coIouhmI by the reflection of yellow clouds. I mistook them 
for thii water ; but soon after we saw the lake itself, gleaming 
fiiintly, with a grey steelly brightness ; then appeared the 
brown oaks, and the birches of splendid colour, and, when we 
cinnn Htill neanyr to the valley, the cottages under their tufts 
of tn*(iH, and the old Hall of Hartsop, with its long irregular 
front and elegant chimneys. . . . 
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Thursday, November 8th. — Incessant rain till eleven 
o'docfc, when it became fair, and William and I walked to 
Blowick. Luff joined ns by the way. The wind was 
strong, and drove the clouds forward along the side of the 
hill above our heads ; fonr or five goats were bounding 
among the rocks ; tlie sheep moved about more quietly, or 
cowered in their sheltering-places. The two storm -stiffened 
black yew-trees on the crag above Luff's Jiouse were striking 
objects, close under or seen through the flying mists. . . . 
When we stood upon the naked crag upon the common, over- 
lookiugthe woods and bush-besprinkled fields of Blowick, the 
lake, clouds, and mists were all in motion to the sound of 
sweeping winds — the clmrcli and cottages of Pattcrdale 
scarcely ^-isible from the brightness of the thin mist Looking 
backwards towards the foot of the water, the scene less 
visionary. Place Fell steady and bold aa a lion ; the whole lake 
driving down like a great river, waves dancing round the small 
'' islands. We walked to the house. The owner was salving sheep 
in the bam ; an appearance of poverty ami decay everywhere. 
He asked us if we wanted to purchase the estate. We could 
not but stop frequently, both in going and returning, to 
look at the exquisite beauty of the woods opposite. The 
general colour of the trees was dark-brown, rather that of 
ripe hazel-nuts ; but towards the water there were yet beds 
of green, and in some of the hollow places in the highest 
pert of the woods the trees were of a yellow colour, and 
through the glittering light they looked like masses of 
clouds as you see them gathered together in the west, and 
tinged with the golden light of the sun. After dinner we 
walked with Mrs Luff up the vale ; I had never had an idea 
of the extent and width of it, in passing through along the 
road, on the other side. We walked along the path which 
leads from house to house ; two or three timos it took us 
through some of those copses or groves, that cover every 
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little hillock in the middle of the lower pozt of the vale, 
making an intricate and beautifol intermixtuie of lawn and 
woodland. We left William to prolong his walk, and when 
ho came into the house he told us that he had pitched upon 
the spot where he should like to build a house better than 
any other ho had ever yet seen. Mrs Luff went with 
him by moonlight to view it The vale looked as if it were 
tilUnl with white light, when the moon had climbed up to 
tho middle of the sky ; but long before we could see her 
f;uv a while all the eastern hills were in black shade ; those 
oil tho opiHv^ito side were almost as bright as snow. Mrs 
Liilfs lan^» white dog lay in the moonshine upon the round 
knoll undor tho old yew-tree, a beautiful and romantic image 
—tho dsirk trxv with its dark shadow, and the el^ant 
on\Uun^ {IS fair as a spirit 

}^^.itiy, XoiYmbcr 9tL — It rained till near ten o'clock ; 
but a liillo aflor that thue, it being likely to be a tolerably 
tino day, wo ivu^kinl up. tmd with LuflTs servant to help to 
!\^w» sot fi>r\v;ml in tho boat As we proceeded, the day 
jnvw tiuor ; vrUnids* aud sunny gleams on the mountains. In 
a liViUid Kiv mulor Tlaov^ Foil we saw three fishermen with 
a Kv;u dr;iv:>:iui; a not» and rowed up to them. They had 
just bixni^iht iho not ashore, and hundreds of fish were 
Uwpiui: in ihoir prison* Thoy wore all of one kind, what 
ai\^ oallod SkoUios. Aftor wo had left them, the fishermen 
v\n\iiu\u\l thoir work, a pioturosiiue group under the lofty 
and Iwn^ crairs : tho whv^lo soono was very grand, a raven 
orvvikiug on tho uunmtaiu alvn*o our heads. Landed at 
S;iuwiok, tho n\au t^v^k tho Kvu homo, and we pursued our 
jounioy tow5\rvls tho villa§^^ along a Wautiful simmier path, 
at first thnnigh a vviv<o by tlvo laki>-^do, then through green 
fioldsL Tho villagi* and bnv^k vorv prvtty, shut out from 
mountains and lake ; it nnuindod mo of Somersetshire. 
Passed by Harry Holvkni's houso ; 1 Unigod to go in for the 
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e of former times. William went up one side of the 
e, and we tlie other, and he joined ua after having crossed 
eooe-arcbcd bridge above the churcli; a beautiful view 
:the cbuTch, with its ' base ring of mossy wall ' and single 
[w-tree. At the last house in the vale we were kiudly 
lBet«d by the master. . . . We were well prepared to face 
b mountain, wliich we began to climb almost immediately, 
[aitindale dirides itself into two dales at the head. In one 
(these (that to the left) there is no house to be seen, nor 
J building but a cattle slied on the side of a hill which is 
pinkled over with wood, evidently the remains of a forest, 
BflLerly a very extensive one. At the bottom of the other 
lUey is the house of which I have spoken, and beyond the 
Brloflures of this man's farm there are no other. A tew 
M trees remain, relics of the forest ; a little stream passes 
1 serpentine windings through the uncultivated valley, 
'here many cattle were fe^ng. The cattle of this country 
le generally wliite or light-coloured ; but those were mostly 
irir brown or black, which made the scene resemble many 
irts of Scotland. When we sat on the hill-side, though we 
Be well contented with the quiet everyday sounds — the 
' lowing of cattle, bleating of sheep, and the very gentle 
murmuring of the valley stream — yet we could not but think 
what a grand effect the sound of the bugle-horn would have 
among these mountains. It is still heard once a year at 
the chase, a day of festivity for all the inhabitants of the 
district, except the poor deer, the most ancient of them all. 
The ascent, even to the top of the mountain, is very easy. 
When we bad accomplished it, we had some exceedingly fine 
mountain views, some of the mountains being resplendent 
with sunshine, others partly hidden by clouds, Ullawater 
1 of a dazzling brightness, bordered by black Iiills, the 
I beyond Penrith smooth and bright (or rather gleofmy) 
V the sea or sea-sands. Looked into Boardaie above San- 



34 LIFE OF WORDSWOKTH. 

wick — deep and bare, a stream windiiig down it After 
having walked a considerable way on the tops of the hills, 
came in view of Glenridding, and the mountains above 
Grisdala Luff then took us aside, before we had begun to 
descend, to a small ruin, which was formerly a chapel or 
place of worship, where the inhabitants of Martindale and 
Patterdale were accustomed to meet on Sundays. There are 
now no traces by which you could discover that the building 
had been different from a conmion sheepfold ; the loose 
stones, and the few which yet remain piled up, are the same 
as those which lie about on the mountain ; but the shape of 
the building being oblong is not that of a common sheepfold, 
and it stands east and west Whether it was ever con- 
secrated ground, or not, I know not ; but the place may be 
kept holy, in the memory of some now li\4ng in Patterdale ; 
for it was the means of preserving the life of a poor old man 
last summer, who, having gone up the mountain to gather 
jM'atfl, had been overtaken by a storm, and could not find his 
way down again. He happened to be near the remains of 
thi^ old chapel, and in a comer of it he contrived, by laying 
turt* ami ling and stones from one wall to the other, to make 
a rtholtur from the wind, and there he lay all night The 
woman who had sent him on his errand began to grow 
unoarty towards night, and the neighbours went out to seek 
him. At that time the old man had housed himself in his 
nest, and he heard the voices of the men, but could not 
make them hear, the wind being so loud, and he was afraid 
to leave the spot lest he should not be able to find it again, 
so he remained there all night ; and they returned to their 
homes, giving liim up for lost ; but the next morning the 
«;UUO persons discovered liim huddled up in the sheltered 
^^^s\k. He was at first stupefied, and unable to move ; but 
•Avv ho had eaten and dnmk, and recollected himself a 
»^.'>\ Uo walked down the mountain, and did not afterwards 
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seem to have suffered* As we descend, the vale of Patter- 
dale appears very simple and grand, with its two heads, 
Deep Dale, and Brotherswater or Hartsop. It is remarkable 
that two pairs of brothers should have been drowned in 
that lake. There is a tradition, at least, that it took its 
name from two who were drowned there many years ago, 
and it is a fact that two others did meet that melancholy 
fate about twenty years since. . . . 

ScUurday, November 10th. — A beautiful morning. When 
we were at breakfast we heard suddenly the tidings of Lord 
Nelson's death and the victory of Trafalgar. Went to the 
inn to make further inquiries. Returned by William's rock 
and grove, and were so much pleased with the spot that 
William determined to buy it if possible, therefore we pre- 
pared to set off to Parkhouse, that William might apply to 
Thomas Wilkinson to negotiate for him with the owner. 
We went down that side of the lake opposite to Stybarrow 
Crag. I dismounted, and we sat some time under the same 
rock as before, above Blowick. Owing to the brightness of 
the sunshine, the church and other buildings were even more 
concealed from us than by the mists the other day. It had 
been a sharp frost in the night, and the grass and trees were 
yet wet. We observed the lemon-coloured leaves of the 
birches in the wood below sparkle, or rather flash like 
diamonds, as the wind turned them to the sun. The day 
continued unclouded to the end. 

Monday, November 12tL — The morning being fine, we 
resolved to go to Lowther. . . . Crossed the ford at Yan- 
wath. Foimd Thomas Wilkinson at work in one of his 
fields. He cheerfully laid down the spade, and walked by 
our side with William. We left our horses at the mill 
below Brougham, and walked through the woods till we 

* Compare the account given of this incident in The Excursion^ towards 
the cloee of Book iL ; also in the Fenwick note to The Excursion, 
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came to the quarry, where the road ends — the Tcry pla 
which has been the boundary of some of the happiest of ij 
walks of my youth. The sun did not ehine when we ' 
there, and it was mid-day ; therefore, if it had shone, i 
light could not have been the same ; yet so vividly i 
I call to mind those walks, that, when I was 
wood, I almost seemed to see the same rich light of eveni 
upon the trees which I had seen in those happy houra . 

Tuesday, November Vith. — ^A very wet morning; no hcf 
of being able to return home. Wilham read in a book leq 
him by Thomas Wilkinsoa I read Castle SackrcTit. 
day cleared at one o'clock, and after dinner, at a little b 
three, we set forward. . . . Before we reached UUswat 
the sun shone, and only a few scattered clouds remained ( 
the hills, except at the tops of the very highest ; the lal 
perfectly calm. We had a delightful journey. . . . 
trees in Gowbarrow Park were very beautiful, the 
thorns leafless, their round heads covered with rich : 
berries, and adorned with arches of green brambles; i 
eglantine hung with glossy hips ; mauy birches yet trie! 
out in full foliage of bright yellow ; oaks brown or I 
the smooth branches of the ashes bare ; most of the aiders 
green as in spring. At the end of Gowbarrow Park a 
large troop of deer were moving slowly, or standing still, 
among the fern. I was grieved when our com amnions 
startled them with a whistle, disturbing a beautiful image 
of grave simplicity and thoughtful enjoyment, for I could 
have fancied that even they were partaking with me a 
sensation of the solenmity of the closing day. I think 
I have more pleasure in looking at deer than any other 

i animals, perhaps cliiefly from their living in a more natural 
state. The sun had been set some time, though we could 

I jjjjiy just perceive that the daylight was partly gone, and 
a lake was more brilliant than befora ... A delightful 
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evening ; the Seven Stars close to the hill-tops in Patter- 
dale ; all the stars seemed brighter than usual, Tlie steeps 
were reflected in Brotherswater, and above the lake appeared 
like enormous black perpendicular walla. The torrents of 
Kirkstone had been swollen by the rains, and filled the 
I mountain pass with their roaring, which added greatly to 
the aoleninity of our walk. The stars in succession took 
iheir stations on the mountain tops. Behind us, when we 
1 climbed very high, we saw one light in the vale at a 
!at distance, like a large star, a solitary one, in the gloomy 
All the cheerfulness of the scene was in the sky 






This excursion with his sister in the autumn of ISOo, 

and the charm of the Ul Is water district, actually led 

Wordsworth to think of leaving Grasmere, and settling 

iwn in Pattrdale. Dove Cottage was, in many respects, 

inconvenient house ; and it became increasingly unsuit- 

as Wordsworth's family increased. 
Dorothy Wordsworth wrote thus to Mrs Marshall on 
Match 16th, 1805 : — " Our house b too small for us, and 
there is no other iu the Vale : so we must move at some 
time, and the sooner it is done the better. We shall most 
Hkely go southward ; but we do not talk of change, and 
shall find it hard to resolve. ... I can think of nothing," 
Daring their mountain ramble near Ullswater, however, 
'ords worth bad been greatly attracted by a cottage, with a 
smBll estate attached to it, under the low sunmiit of Place Fell. 
He found it was in the market, and at oneo olTered £800 for 
it Its owners would not take less than £1 000. This Words- 
worth could not give ; but his friend Thomas Wilkinson of 
Anworth went to the Earl of Lonsdale to see what could be 
d"ne with a view to secure the property. Lord Lonsdale, 
whoee generosity in paying his predecessor's debts to the 
Wordsworth family has already been noticed, employed 
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WiUdnaon to carry out the purchase ; and, thinking it cool 
be negotiated for £800, he paid that sum into WordswortW 
bank account. Wordsworth, however grateful for this n«l 
proof of Lord Lonsdale's generosity, would only consent 
become owner of the property, after paying the £8 
which he originally olfered for it ; but he accepted 
£200, which was necessary to bring the amount up to t 
price which its proprietors still demanded. £400 of t 
purchase money was supplied by Mrs Wordsworth. 

I have not been able to find out much in reference to tl 
Place Fell property ; but I am informed by the firm of solict' 
tors in Penrith, who negotiated the sale, that it was called 
" Broad How," that it was conveyed to Wonlaworth by Mr 
Wade Smith and his wife, by deed dated 20th March 1807,'^ 
and that Wordsworth conveyed it to William Wilson i 
Paterdale, innkeeper, by deed dated the 14tb June 1834 
Tliere was a dwelling of some kind upon it when it was i 
the possession of the Wordsworths ; but probably only I 
cottage. There were nineteen acres of land. From a lettea 
written by Dorothy Wordsworth to Mrs Marshall, in Decern' 
ber 1825, it will be seen that they possessed this propeiq 
then, and had some thoughts of selling it, to enable thei 
to build u new house below Itydal Mount, if forced to lean 
it, as was at one time probable. 

Allusion was made in a former chapter to the gena^tjj 
of the Earl of Lonsdale, in paying his father's debts to t 
Wordsworth family. The following reference to this ci 
cumstance is taken from the official " Report of the Coot 
missioners of Inquiry into Bankruptcy and Insolvency* 
in 1846, (p, 150):— 

" The first Lord L. was indebted to his steward about 
£10,000. The steward died, and the children applied for. 
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payment. The peer's reply yas, * I will not pay a farthing ; 
do your worst' He was, I understand (says Mr Montagu) 
much accustomed to consider his will as law. After various 
remonstrances, the children brought an action. When the 
case came on for trial at Carlisle, lo ! his lordsliip had 
retained every counsel on the circuit, and came down with 
a cloud of five-score witnesses. The judge ordered the 
cause to stand over. Lord L. survived this many years, 
but seems to have had no compimctious visitings, for he 
never paid one sixpence of the debt, which the sequel proved 
to loe justly due. After his death, his successor, the pre- 
sent Earl, most generously, most nobly, and immediately, 
paid all that had been claimed, with interest and costs, the 

whole then amounting to £25,000." 

This, as the sequel will show, was but the first of many 

acts of kindness on the part of the Lonsdale family towards 

the i>oet and his household. 

The following letter from Wordsworth to his friend 

Richard Sharp was written in February 1805. It refers 

to the district of tlie Lakes in very characteristic fashion. 

Its strong language is more than pardonable ; it is refreshing 

in its outspokenness and the honesty of its indignation : — 

" My Dear Sir, — . . . We have no tidings of poor 
Coleridge. For heaven's sake, should you hear of liim, 
write to me ; and also do let me know whether we shall see 
you, as you said, this next June. Woe to poor Grasmere 
for ever and ever ! A wretched creature, wretched in name 
and nature, of the name of Crump, goaded on by his still 
more wretched wife — (for by-the-bye, the man, though a 
Liverpool attorney, is, I am told, a very good sort of 
fellow, but the wife as ambitious as Semiramis) — this same 
wretch has at last begun to put his long impending threats 
in execution ; and when you next enter the sweet paradise 
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of Graanere joa will see staring joa in the face, upon t 
beautifDl ridge that elbows oat into the vale, 
nnii^ hr above its steeple), a 
t, in vbich ue to be enshrined Mr and Mrs Cramp, 
Seriooal;, this is a great vexatitMi to us, as this house will 
stale yaa in the face from evety part of the Vale, and 
entirely destroy its character of simplicity and seclusion. 

I now see no newspapers— not even a weekly one — so 
that I am ia utter ignorance of what is going on in the 
world. My poem advances, quick or alow as the fit cornea ; 
bat I wish sadly to have it finished, in order that, after a 
seasonable respite, I may fall to my principal work. 

I purpose to make a tour somewhere next summer, if I 
can possibly muster the cash, but where I have not fixed. 
I incline much to Norway, but five or six weeks' sea voyage 
— as thither and back again it will be — frightens me ; else 
I could sail most conveniently n«ui Stockton-upon-Tees, Mrs 
Wordsworth having a brother who ia a timber merchant, 
and has vessels regularly passing to and fro. Could you 
give me any information that would be of use in case of 
auch a scheme taking effect ? . . . — Believe me, my dear 
friend, yours with great respect, W, Wordswobth." 

Whether roused to it by the urgency of Coleridge and ofi 
others, or by Jiis own desire to finish an undertaking 
long ago, but coutinued at very irregular intervals, Woi 
worth seems to Lave devoted the years 1804 and 1805' 
mainly to the completion of the poem on his own life. 
He wrote 2000 lines of it during the last ten weeks of 
1804, and finislied it in May 1805. The Ode to Duty, and 
the Elegiac Stanzas on his brother John, along with The 
Waggoner, and the Stanzas gitggeatcd hg Sir Oi 
mont's Picture of Peele Castle in a Storm, were the mi 
Important minor poems of these years. His relations to 
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I Beaumont family will be spoken of in a subsequent chapter. 
I Meanwhile, two letters to Sir George, written from Oras- 
1 mere in the summer of 1805, when The Prdudc was being 
1 finished, are important links in the chain of biographic 
1^ narrative : — 

"GRASjntRR, Uay \, 1805. 
My Dear Sir George, — I have wished to write to you 
' every day this long time, but I have also had another wish, 
wliich has interfered to prevent me ; I mean the wish to 
resume my poetical labours: lime was stealing away fast 
from me, and nothing done, and my mind still seeming unfit 
to do anything. 

At first I had a strong impulse to write a poem that 
should record my brother's virtues, anrl be worthy of his 
memory, I began to give veut to my feelings, with this 
TJcw, but I waa overpowered by my subject, aud could not 
proceed. I composed much, but it is all lost except a few 
lines, as it cante from me in such a torrent that I was 
nnable to remember it. I could not hold the pen myself, 
and the subject was such that I coidd not employ Mrs 
Wordsworth or my sister as my amanuensis. This work 
must therefore rest a while till I am something calmer ; I 
shall, however, never be at peace till, as far as in me lies, I 
have done justice to my departed brother's memory. His 
heroic death (the particulars of which I have now accurately 
collected from several of the survivors) exacts this from me, 
and still more his singularly interesting character, and 
virtuous and innocent life. 

Unable to proceed with this work, I turned my thoughts 
again to the I'oem on my own Life, and you will ho glad to 
hear that I have added 300 lines to it in tlie course of last 
week. Two liooks more will conclude it. It will be not 
much less than 9000 lines, — not hundred but thousand 
lines long, — an alarming length ! and a thing unprecedented 
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in literanr history that a man should talk so much about 
iU. It is Qot self-conceit, as you will know well, that 
has ioduced me to do this, but real humility. I began the 
work because I was unprqtaTtd to treat any inore ardiunu' 
mbftd, and dxffidaii of viy own powers. Here, at least, I 
hoped that to a certain degree I should be aure of succeed- 
ing, as I had nothing to do but describe what I liad felt and 
thought, and therefore could not easily be bewildered- This 
might have been done in narrower compass by a man of 
more address ; but I have done my best. If, when the 
work shall be finished, it appears to the judicious to have 
retlundancies, they shall be lopped off, if possible ; but this 
^ very difficult to do, when a man has written with 
thought ; and this defect, whenever I have suspected it or 
found it to exist in any writings of mine, I have alwaya 
found incurable Tbe fault lies too deep, and is in the first 
conception. If you see Coleridge before I do, do not speak 
of tliis to liim, as I should like to have his judgment 
uupreoccupied by such an apprehension. 

I wish much to have your further opinion of the young 
Roscius, above all of his ' Hamlet.' It is certainly impossible 
that he should understand the character, that is, the composi- 
tion of the charact<?r. But many of the seutimenta wliich are 
put into Hamlet's mouth he may be supposed to be capable 
of feeling, and to a certain degree of entering into the spirit 
of some of the situations. I never saw ' Hamlet ' acted 
myself, nor do I know what kind of a play they make of it 
I think I have heard that some parts which I consider 
among the finest, are omitted ; in particular, Hamlet's wild 
language after the ghost has disappeared. The playera have 
taken intolerable liberties with Sliakespeare's Plays, espe- 
cially with ' Richard the Third,' which, though a character 
admirably conceived and drawn, is in some scenes bad 
uuough in Shakespeare himself ; but the play, as it is now 
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acted, has always appeared to me a disgrace to the English 
stage. ' Hamlet/ I suppose, is treated by them with more 
reverence. They are both characters very far above the 
abilities of any actor whom I have ever seen. Henderson 
was before my time, and, of course, Garrick 

We are looking anxiously for Coleridge: perhaps he 
may be with you now. 

Is your building going on? I was mortified that the 
sweet little valley, of which you spoke some time ago, was 
no longer in the possession of your family. It is the place, 
I believe, where that illustrious and most extraordinary 
man, Beaumont the poet, and his brother, were bom. One 
is astonished when one thinks of that man having been only 
eight-and-twenty years of age, for I believe he was no more, 
when he died. Shakespeare, we are told, had scarcely 
written a single play at that age. I hope, for the sake of 
poets, you are proud of these men. 

Lady Beaumont mentioned some time ago that you were 
painting a picture from The TJwm : is it finished ? I 
should like to see it ; the "poem is a favourite with me, and / 
I shall love it the better for the honour you have done it. 
We shall be most happy to have the other drawing which 
you promised us some time ago. The dimensions of the 
Applethwaite one are eight inches high, and a very little 
above ten broad ; this, of course, exclusive of the margin. 

I am anxious to know how your health goes on : we are 
better than we had reason to expect. Wlien we look back 
upon this spring, it seems like a dreary dream to us. But I 
trust in God that we shall yet * bear up and steer right 
onward.' 

FarewelL — I am, your affectionate friend, 

W. Wordsworth." 
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" Gbabkbbb, June 3, 1805. 

My Dear Sir George, — I write to you from the moss- 
hut at the top of my orchard, the sun just sinkiug behind 
the bills iu front of the entrance, and his light falling upon 
the green moss of the side opposite me. A linnet is singing 
in the tree above, and the children of some of our neighbours, 
who have been to-day little John's visitors, are playing below 
— equally noisy and happy. The green fields in the level area 
of the vale, and part of the lake, lie before me in quietness. 

I have juat been reading two newspapers, full of 
factious brawls about Lord Melville and his deUuquenciea, 
ravage of the French in the West Indies, victories of the 
Enghsh in the East, fleets of ours roaming the seas in 
search of enemies whom they cannot find, &c„ &e. ; and 
I have iisked myself more than once lately, if my aETections 
can be iu the right place, caring as I do so little about what 
the world seems to care so much for. All this seems to m^l 
'a tale told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, aignifyii^J 
nothing.' It is pleasant in such a mood to turn one's thoughfe^l 
to a good man, and a dear friend. I have, therefore, takes 
up the pen to write to you. 

And, first, let me thank you (which I ought to have! 
done long ago, and should have done, but that I knew I had J 
a licence from you to procrastinate) for your most acceptabloJ 
present of Coleridge's portrait, welcome iu itself, and moK-fl 
so as coming from you. It is as good a resemblance as I • 
expect to see of Coleridge, taking it all together, for I c 
sider C.'s as a face absolutely impracticable. Mrs Words- 
worth was overjoyed at the sight of the print, Dorothy and 
I much pleased. We think it e,xcelleut about the eyes and J 
forehead, which are the finest parts of C.'s face, and tbe^ 
general contour of the face is well given ; but, to my sister ' 
and me, it seems to fail sadly about the middle of the face, 
particularly at the bottom of the nose. Mrs W. feels this 
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also ; and my sister so much, that, except wheu she covers 
the whole of the middle o£ the face, it seems to her so 
entirely to alter the expression, aa rather to confound than 
revive in her mind the remembrance of the original. We 
think, as far as mere likeness goes, Hazlitt's is better; but 
the expression in Hazlitt'a is quite dolorous aud funereal ; 
that in this ia much more pleasing, though certainly falling 
far below what one would wish to see infused iuto a picture 
of Coleridge. 

1 have the pleasure to say, that I Jiiiislicd my poem 
about a fortnight ago. I had looked forward to the day as 
a most happy one ; and I was indeed grateful to God for 
giving me Ufe to complete tlie work, such as it is. But il 
was not a happy day for me ; I was dejected on many 
accounts : when I looked back upon the performance, it 
seemed to have a dead weight about it, — the reality so far 
short of the expectation. It was the iirst long labour that 
I had finished ; and the doubt whether I should ever live 
to write The Beduse, and the sense which I had of this poem 
being so far below what I seemed capable of executing, 
depressed me much ; above all, many heavy thoughts of my 
poor departed brother hung upon me, tlie joy wliicli I should 
luive had in showing him the manuscript, and a thousand 
other vain fancies and dreams. I have spoken of this, 
bec8uae it was a state of feeling new to me, the occasion 
beii^ new. This work may be considered as a sort of portico 
to The HecluM, part of the same building, winch I hope to 
be able, ere long, to begin with in earnest ; and if I am per- 
mitted to bring it to a conclusion, and to write, further, a 
narrative poem of the epic Idnd, I shall consider the task 
of my life as over. I ought to add that I liave the satis- 
faction of finding the present poem not quite of so alarming 
a length as I apprehended. 

I wish much to hear from you, if you have leisure ; but 
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aa you are so indulgent to me, it would be the highea 
injustice were I otborwiae to you. 

We have reail Modoc, and been highly pleased with i 
It abounds in beautiful pictures and descriptions, happily 1 
introduced, and tbere is an animation diffused through the ( 
whole story, though it cannot, perliaps, be said that any of I 
the characters interest you mucli, except, perhaps, young J 
Llewellyn, whose situation is highly interesting, and he ] 
appears to mo the best conceived and sustained character in ] 
the piece. His speech to his uncle at their meeting in the I 
island is particularly interesting. The jioem fails in the i 
liigheat gifts of the poet's mind. Imagination in the true 
sense of the word, and knowledge of human nature and the 
himian heart. There is uotliing that shows the hand of the 
great master ; but the beauties in description are innumer- 
able ; for instance, that of the figure of the bard, towards 
the beginning of the convention of the bards, receiving the J 
poetic inspiration ; that of the wife of Thalaba, the savage, 
going out to meet her husband; that of Madoc, and the i 
Aztecan king with a long name, preparing for battle ; every- 
where, indeed, you have beautiful descriptions, and it is a 
work which does the author high credit, I think. I should 
like to know your opinion of it Farewell I Best remem- 
brances and love to Lady Beaumont Believe me, my 
dear Sir George, your most sincere friend, 

W. Wordsworth." 



A poem, which belongs to the, year 1806, has both a . 
personal and political interest. It is The Character of the 
Hojipy Warrior, suggested in part by an event which all 
England was lamenting — the death of Lord Nelson — and in 
part by the personal loss, which he still felt so keenly, his 
bi'other John's removal On the 4th of February 1806, 
Southey wrote thus to Sir Walter Scott : 
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" Grbta Hall, Kkswick.* 

My Dear Sm, — . . . . Wordsworth was with me last 
week ; he has of late been more employed in correcting his 
poems than in writing others ; but one piece he has written, 
npon the ideal character of a soldier, than which I have 
never seen anything more full of meaning and soimd thought. 
The subject was suggested by Nelson's most glorious death, 
though having no reference to it. He had some thoughts of 
sending it to The Courier, in which case you will easily 
recognise his hand. Believe me, — Yours very truly, 

Egbert Southey." 

Of 71u Happy Warrior it has recently been said, that 
there is "no portrait fitter to go forth to all lands as 
representing the English character at its height — a figure not 
ill-matching with Plutarch's men. For indeed this short 
poem is a manual of greatness : there is a Roman majesty 
in its simple and weighty speech." I cannot refrain from 
quoting the additional words of Mr Myers t : 

" We were already aware that the ideal hero should be as 
gentle as he is brave, that he should act always from the 
highest motives, nor greatly care for any reward save the 
consciousness of having done his duty. We were aware 
that the true strength of a nation is moral and not material ; 
that dominion which rests on mere military force is destined 
quickly to decay; that the tyrant, however admired and 
prosperous, is in reality despicable, and miserable, and alone ; 
that the true man should face death itself rather than 
parley with dishonour. These truths are admitted in all 
ages ; yet it is scarcely stretching language to say that they 
are knovm to but few men. 

To those who would know these things with a vital 



• See the Life and Correspondence of Robert Southey, vol. iii., p. 19. 
t See bis Wordsworth in the ** English Men of Letters " series, p. 84. 
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knowledge — a conviction which would remain unshaken were 
the whole world in arms for wrong — ^it is before all things 
necessary to strengthen the inner monitions by the com- 
panionship of these noble souls. And if a poet, by strong 
concentration of thought, by striving in all things along the 
upward way, can leave us in a few pages as it were a 
summary of patriotism, a manual of national honour, he 
surely has lus place among his country's benefactors, not 
only by that kind of courtesy which the nation extends to 
men of letters of whom her "masses take little heed, but with 
a title as assured as any warrior or statesman, and with no 
less direct a claim." 



, CHAPTER XXI. 

COLEOBTON : SIR GEORGE AND LADT BEAUMONT. 

When Dove Cottage proved too small for the accommodation 
of the Wordsworth household, and no suitable home could 
be found in the vale of Grasmere, the poet accepted an 
invitation from Sir George Beaumont to occupy the Farm 
House of Coleorton, during the winter of 1806-7. In the 
long summer days the Town End residence sufficed for the 
modest requirements of an unambitious family. They were 
much in the open air, and often spent the entire day in the 
" moss hut " of their orchard, where many poems were com- 
posed and long letters written; but, in the dark winter 
nights, with broken weather and smoky chimneys, it was 
impossible to get on in the cottage of the " Dove and Olive 
Bough," which the Wordsworths had entered in 1799. 

On the 2nd of June 1806, Dorothy Wordsworth wrote 
thus to Mrs Marshall : — 

"... We have no servant but a little girl, twelve years 
old- . . . My brother has been in London for two months. 
[He was visiting Eichard at Lambeth, and the Cooksons at 
Windsor.] As for us, we shall at last be driven out of our 
cottage, for we do not think we ought to live here another 
winter, and with a third child. It is so very unwholesome 
for a large family ; the rooms being so small and low (only 
one sitting-room, &c.), and no other suitable house in the 
neighbourhood, we are quite undetermined what to do. . . . 
We have got a beautiful hut, lined with moss, at the top of 

II. D 
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I| onr orchard, and we live there almost constantly in fine 
•weather." 

Sir George and Lady Beaumont were leaving Coleorton 
for the winter of 1806-7, and they placed their temporary 
r«aidence at the disposal of the Wordsworlhs. 

Coleorton is about four miles to the south-east of Ashby- 
de-la-Zouche in Ijeicestershire. For details as to the 
I Beaumont family, and the numerous letters addressed to 
fc l ^ George and Lady Beaumont by the Wordsworths, Cole- 
■iifce. Southey, and Sir Walter Scott, I must refer to the 
P Mmnoruib of Coleorton, published by Mr Douglas, Edinburgh, 
j, in 1887. Only a few facts need be mentioned here. 

The pedigree of the Beaumonts of Coleorton may be 
to the times of William of Normandy. Eobert de 
lont, one of the " Companions of the Conqueror," came 
to England in 1066.' Francis Beaumont, the dramatist 
— rletcher's friend and feUow-worker, and Sir John Beau- 
wont, Francis* elder brother, and author of Sosworth Fidd — 
*«" ot the same fanuly. 

With Sir George, the seventh Baronet, the present 
Bwnsion of Coleorton is specially identified. He rebuilt it, 
•»^ % Ids friendship with the men of letters and artists of 
k» lime, he made the Hall a centre of associations which 
J0«t6iity wUl not willingly let dia 

^ George had visited the district of the English Lakes 
••S Wwore he became acquainted with its poela. Southey 
Wis tts that he spent part of the summer in which he was 
■«»xl (1774), at Keswick. In 1803 he lodged for a time 



Kogier li Veil, eil At Belmont, 
Aualt Eaglaia ti primier front. 

—Roman <U Roa, L 13,4«Z. 

71U Conqueror anrf Aia Compantoiu, by P. R. Pkmcli^ toL i.| 
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at Greta Hall after Coleridge had begun to reside there, and 
lie knew Coleridge before he met with WordswortL 

He waa one of the first to appreciate the genius of these 
two men ; and knowing that they had lived near each other 
in Somersetshire, when they wrote the Lyrical Ballads in 
concert — and were desirous to resume the easy and familiar 
intercourse of former days — he purchased a small property 
at Applelhwaite, about three miles to the west of Greta 
Hall, on the southern Hank of Skiddaw, and presented it to 
Wordsworth, whom he had not as yet seen. Sir George 
wrote thus to Wordsworth ou the 24th October 1803 : 

" I had a most ardent desire to bring you and Coleridge 
K^ther. I thought with pleasure on the increase of enjoy- 
ment yon would receive from the beauties of Nature, by 
being able to communicate more frequently your aeusations 
to each other ; and that this would be a means of contribut- 
ing to the pleasure and improvement of the world, by 
stimulating you both to poetical exertions." 

Tliis wish, however, was not to be realised. Several 
concurrent causes led Coleridge to leave Omiberlaod ; while 
Wordsworth, as we have seen, lived on at Dove Cottage, 
Grasmere. It was thus that he described the Applethwaite 
property to Miss Fenwick : 

" This Httle property lies beautifully upon the banks of a 
lill that gurgles down the side of Skiddaw ; and the orchard 
and other parts of the grounds command a magnificent 
prospect of Derwent Water, the mountains of Borrowdale, 
and Newlanda." 

It was formally conveyed to Wordsworth in 1803 or 
1804, and it is still in the possession of the family. Dora 
Wordsworth pencilled on the MS. of one of the Fenwick 
notes that her father had made it over to her when she was 
a " frail, feeble monthling." 

The Beaumont family visited Grasmere at intervals from 
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1803 to 1806, and Wordsworth hoped ihey might be his 
pennaoenC aeighbooTs doiii^ the samiDer or antumu months. 
Sir Geoige had been specially' strack with the beanty of 
Lon^tuigg Tain — eo often Ukened to Lake Xemi in Italy, 
the ^eciUuM IHanas — and he purcfaased the property, 
intending to build a Bommer cottage upon it In bis Epistle 
to Sir Gtorgt Bfaumont from thi Sauth-West Coast of 
Cumbn-land, written in 18II. Wordsworth refers to thia 
once contemplated cottage, and in imagination sees It 
completed. 

A gltmpee I caught of that abode, by the« 
DeaigDnl la rife in hamble privocj, 
A lowly dweUing, here to be outepreftd, 
Like a eoDall hamlet, with its bashful head 
Half bid in native tree«. AJas ! tis Dot, 
Nor ever was ; 1 sighed, and left the spot, 
And thought in silence, vith regret too keen. 
Of unexperienced joys that might have been ; 
Of neighbourhood, aj)d intermingling arts, 
And goMen sammer dajs uniting cheerful hearts. 

The hotise, however, was not built. The tarn was resold, 
and the money obtained from it — given by Beaumont to 
Wordsworth — was spent by him in the purchase of yew 
trees, which he planted in Grasmere churchyard. There 
■^1^ still grow, and one of them now overshadows the poet'a 



r George Beaumont had been occupying the fann house 
[ Coleorton Hall for some time, while the family 
I was being rebuilt and extended ; but, during the 
i 1806-7 and the spring and summer following, he 
d either in his town house in London, or at Bimmow 
c, and (as already mentioned) he handed over the 
1 farm house to the Wordsworths. Thither they all 
1 trom Grasmere, Sarah Hutchinson accompanying 
laid of October 1806. 
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It was a good sample of a Leicestershire farm-liouse, aud 
still stands, as do Racedown, Alfoxdeo, .Dove Cottage, the 
ftjsoDage, and Rydal Mount — the Wordsworths' successive 
residences — very much aa it was when they lived in it 
Whatever the cause, that winter of 1806-7 was not so pro- • 
dnctive poetically as the earlier years at Grasmere had been^^ 
but some poems were composed, and others advanced severd "^ 
stages. The Song at the Feast of Brougham Castle ^ 
mnrmured out on the path between the fortlt^iuse an^the 
Hall, where also the sonnet beginning ' 

Two voices are thei^ one is of the sea, 
One of the moautuiiiB, ' 

composed. Other sonnets, as well as the poem entitled 
Gipsies, and the lines to the nightingale beginning 

Nightingale ! thou surely art 
A creature of a fiery heart, 

were thought out in the glades, or amid the shadowy recesses 
(A the garden. 

But it 18 with Wordsworth's Inecriptions for the grounds 
at Ck>leorton that the place is chiefly associated. Two of 
these were written during his residence, in 1808 ; the other 
two at Grasmere in 18H. Only three of them, however, 
•were actually cut on stone, and set up in the grounds. The 
one commencing 

The embowering rose, the acacia, and the pine 

was placed near a magnificent cedar-tree, which was unfor- 
tunately blown down in a gale in 1854. Though replanted, 
it fell a second time, during the great storm of 1880, and 
'perished. The memorial stone remains, somewhat injured, 
and the inscription is more than half obliterated. 

The second inscription, written in 1808, "at the request 
of Sir George Beaumont, and in his name, for an Urn, placed 
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by him at the termiualioo of a newly-planted avenue," began 
tbiia : — 



I 



Ye Lime-trees, ranged before this hallowed Um, 
Shoot forth with lively power at Spriug'a return ; 
And be not alow a stately growth to rear 
Of pillars, branching olT from year to year, 
Till they have lenrned to frame a. darkaome aiale ; 
ITiat may recall to mind that awful Pile 
Where Aeynolda, 'mid our country's noblest dead, 
In the likst sanctity of fame is laid. 



These " lime-trees," planted eighty years ago, now form 
" a stately growth of pillars," " a darkaome aiale," as de- 
scribed in the lines ; and the " um " remains where it was 
placed in 1807, at the end of the avenue. 

The last of the inacriptiooa set up at Coleorton was 
written by Wordsworth in 1811, during a morning walk 
with his sister from Brathay to Grasmere, and sent by her 
to Lady Beaumont. It was cut in stone at the end of a 
terrace walk, at right angles to the avenue of lime-trees, 
overlooking the garden, where it is still to be seen, lichen- 
covered and weather-worn. 

Perhaps the most interesting poem, however, connected 
with Coleorton is the sonnet which Wordsworth addressed 
to Lady Beaumont in 1807, and which he published that 
j^ear. It requires no comment. 

Lady ! the souga of spring were in the grove 
While I was shaping beds for winter Qowers, 
While I was planting green unfading bowers, 
And shrubs to hang upon the warm alcove, 
And sheltering wall ; and still, as fancy wove 
The dream, to time and nature's blended powers 
I gave this paradise for winter hours, 
A labyrinth, lady ! which your feet shall rove. 
Ym 1 wheu the sua of life more feebly shines, 
Bwxiining thoughts, I trust, of solemn gloom 
Or of higli gladness you shall hither bring ; 

And thsee perennial bowero and murmuring pines 

Be gtncious as the music and the bloom 

f.aA tU the mighty ravishment of spring.' 
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In 1815 Wordaworth inscribed the tirat collected edition 
of bis Poems to Sir George, with tlie following Epistle 
Dedicatory : — • 

"Mt Dear Sm Geokce, — Accept my^ thanks for the 
permission given me to dedicate these Poems to you. In 
addition to a lively pleasure derived from general considera- 
tions, I feel a particular satisfaction ; for, by inscribing them 
with your name, I seem to myself in some degree to repay, 
by an appropriate honour, the great obligation which I owe 
to one part of the Collection — as having been tlie means of 
first ^^aking us personally known to each other. Upon" 
much of the remainder, also, youvhave a peculiar claim, — 
for some of the best pieces were composed under the shade 
ot your own groves, upon the classic ground of Coleorton ; 
where I was animated by the recollection of those illustrious 
Poela of your Name and Family, who were born in that 
neighbourhood ; and, we may be assured, did not wander 
with indifference by the dashing stream of Grace Dieu, and 
among the rocks that diversify the forest of Chamwood. 
Nor is there any one to whom such parts of this Collection 
as Laye been inspired or coloured by the beautiful country 
from which I now address you, could bff presented with 
more propriety than to yourself — who have composed so 
many admirable Pictures from the suggestions of the same 
scenery. Early iu life, the sublimity and beauty of this 
region excited your admiration ; and I know that you are 
txiond to it in mind by a still strengthening attachment. 

Wishing and hoping that this Work may survive as a 
lasting memorial of a frieudship, which I reckon among the 
blessings of my life, I have the honour to be, my dear Sir 
George, yours most affectionately and faithfully, 

William Wobdswohth. 

STDAL MoOHT, WEffTMORELASD, 

February 1, l»lb." 
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Sir George's own work as a landscape artist is referred t 

in this dedication. An early picture of his suggested one c 
Wordsworth's most characteristic poems, viz., the stanzas € 
Pule Castle in a Storm. The small oil-painting still hanga.1 
in the picture-gallery at Coleorton, and to all who see it I 
there, and remember to what it gave rise, it will recall 

The tight tbat never was on sea or land, 
The consecration, and the Poet's dream. 

Another of the poems, suggested by a picture — mainly a4 
cloud-scene, from the neighbourhood of Coleorton — paintedV 
by Sir George, and sent to Wordsworth, begins 

Praised be the Art whose suLtie power could atay 
Yon Cloud, and fix it in tluit glorious shape. 

Illustrationa of Tfie WkUe Dot of Mylsto7ic, of The Thorn, 
of Liim/ Gray, and of Peter Bdl were also drawn by Sir 
George Beaumont, and engraved in several editions of 
Wordsworth's poems.* 

While reference must be made te the volume of " Cola- 
orton Letters " for what cannot i)e appropriately restated 
here, a few extracts fi-om Wordsworth's earlier letters may 
be given, and one or two of his later ones reprinted in full 

Coleridge had shown Wordsworth Sir George's letter, 
conveying to him the Applethwaite property, before ho 
started on his Scottish tour in 1803. Wordsworth, how- 
ever, allowed eight weeks to elapse without acknowledging 
it. He explained this in a letter, written on the 14th of 
October, from the positive suffering which letter-writing 
always gave liim ; a disorder of nerve and of digestion, 
" which made his aversion fi-om writing little less than mad- 
ness." He had often begun and as often desisted, and con- 
tented himself with " breathing forth solitary thanksgivings " 

* Tbey occur in the edition of 1816 (in both voluinea), ia the edition of j 
n (In each of the foar voIumeB), in the tirat qu&rCo editioa of Tht [ 
''ll Apt, and the original octavo of Ptttr Bdl. 
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during hia tour. " I do not know from what cause it is, 
but during the last three years I have never had a pen in 
my hand for five minutes, before my whole frame becomes 
one bundle of uneasiness ; a perspiration starts out all over 
me, and my chest is oppressed in a manner which I cannot 
describe," He explained in this letter the reasons which 
would prevent his transferring his abode to Keswick : " The 
state of my own affairs, and still more the improbability 
of Mr Coleridge's continuing in the country. The writings 
are at present in my possession, and what I should wish is, 
that I might be considered at present as steward of the 
l&nd, with liberty to lay out the rent in planting, or any 
other improvement which might Ije thought advisable, with 
a view to huilding u|}on it. And if it should he out of my 
power to pitch my own tent there, I would then request 
that you would give me leave to restore the property to 
youp own hands, in order that you might have the oppor- 
tunity of again presenting it to some worthy person who 
might be so fortunate as to be able to make that pleasant 
use of it which it was your wish that I should have done." 

My impression is that Wordsworth had begun to see that 
the close proximity of the two households — strong and 
intense as were the ties that hound them — would not he an 
unmixed benefit. Wordsworth had a singular shrewdness 
in his diagnosis of character, and while he was the truest of 
Mends, the barriers that separate the nearest and friendliest 
of households were not hidden from his eye. In many 
things he and Coleridge differed, in habit, in temperament, 
and in mode of life ; and letters exist which show that these 
differences found occasional expression. Had they Uved 
close at hand, Wordsworth, or the members of his family, 
might have had more to do, in the way of mediation and 
advice, than they cared to have, in the affairs of the 
Coleridge household. 
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On the Ist of August 1805, Woi-dsworth wrote thus 
from Grasmere to Sir George — 

" I do Dot know whether my sister has written since we 
had another account o£ Coleridge, I am sorry I cannot say 
from liim. He was at Leghorn, with a friend, on their way 
to England : so that we still continue to look for him daily- 
He had lost all his papers ; how we are not told. This 
grieves and vexes me much ; probably (but it is not on this 
account — his loss being I daresay irreparable — that I am 
either much vexed or grieved) a large collection of the 
poems is gone with the rest ; among others five books of the 
Poem upon my own Life, but of all these I have copies. 
He, I am afraid, has none of Ma old writinga 

Within this last month I have returned to The IUduatt\ 
and have written 700 additional lines. Sliould Coleri( 
return, so that I might have some conversation with him 
the subject, I should go on swimmingly. 

We have been very little interrupted with tourist com- 
pany this summer, and, of course, being for the most part 
well, have enjoyed ourselves much. I am now writing in 
the moss-hut, which is my study, with a heavy thunder 
shower pouring down before me. It is a place of retirement 
for the eye (though the public road glimmers through the 
apple-trees a few yards below), and well suited to my occu- 
pations. I cannot, however, refrain from smiling at tlie 
situation in which I sometimes find myself here ; as, for 
instance, the other morning when I was calling some lof^ 
notes out of my harp, chanting of shepherds, and solitude^ 
&C., I heard a voice (which I knew to be a male voice, 
whose also it was) crj-ing out from the road below, in a tone 
exquisitely effeminate, ' Santez, santez, apportez, apportez ; 
vous ne le ferez pas, venez done Pandore, venez, venez.' 
Guess who this creature could be thus speaking to his lap- 



jies. 

idg^l 
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dog, in the midst of our venerable mountains ? It is one of 
two nondescripts who have taken the cottage for the 
snmmei which we thought you might occupy, and who go 
about, parading the valley, in all kinds of fantastic dresses, 
greeu leather caps, turkey half-hoots, jackets of fine linen, 
or long dressing-gowns, as suits them. Now you hear them 
in the roads ; now you find them lolling in this attire, book 
in hand, by a brook side. Then they pass your window in 
their curricle, — to-day the horses taudem-wise, and to- 
morrow abreast, or on horseback, as suits their fancies. One 
of them we suspect to be painted, and the other, though a 
pale-cheeked puppy, is surely not surpassed by liia blooming 
brother. If you come yon will see them, and I promise 
you they will be a treat to you. We still think it possible 
that we may winter at Coleorton, but we shrink from the 
thought of going so far without seeing you, and if we 
procure a house in this neighbourhood we certainly shall. 
We are the more willing to be kept in a state of suspense 
as long as Coleridge is unanived. . . . — Farewell, yours 
most affectionately, W. Wordswobth." 

The next letter is a long one, but it may be quoted more 
fully. It reveals Wordsworth as landscape gardener, and 
adviser as to the laying out of grounds, rather than as poet, and 
it was doubtless the expectation of being able to help the 
Beaumonts in this way, in connection with the improvements 
going on at Coleorton, that led Wordsworth to accept their 
offer of the use of the farm-house during the following winter. 

" GR48MBRB, October Vlth, 1805. 

Mt Dear Sir George, — I was very glad to learn that you 
had room for me at Coleorton, and far more so that your 
health was so much mended. Laily Beaumout's last letter 
to my sister has made ns wish that you were fairly tlirough 
your present engagements with workmen and builders, and, 
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as to improvementa, had smoothed over the first difficultii 
and gotten things into a way of improving themselves, 
not suppose that any man ever buUt a house, without f 
in the progress of it obstacles that were unforeseen, and 
something that might have been better planned ; things 
teasing and vexatious when they come, however the mind 
may Iiave been made up at the outset to a general 
expectation of the kind. 

With respect to tlie grounds, you have there the advan- 
tage of being in good liands, namely, those of Nature ; and, 
assuredly, whatever petty crosses from contrariety of opinion 
or any other cause you may now meet with, these will soon 
disappear, and leave nothing behind but satisfaction and har- 
mony. Setting out from the distinction made by Coleridge 
which you mentioned — that your house wiU belong to the 
country, and not the country be an appendage to your house — 
you cannot be wrong. Indeed, in the present state of society, 
I see nothing interesting either to the imagination or tha.' 
heart, and, of course, nothing which true taste can ap- 
prove, in any interference with Nature, grounded upon any 
other principle. In times when the feudal system was in its 
vigour, and the personal importance of every chieftain m^t 
be said to depend entirely upon the extent of his landed 
property and rights of seiguory ; when the king, in the 
habits of people's minds, was considered as the primary and 
true proprietor of the soil, which was granted out by him to 
different lords, and again by them to their several tenants 
imder them, for the joint defence of all ; there might have 
been something imposing to the imagination in the whole 
face of a district, testifying, obtrusively even, its dependence 
upon its chief. Such an image would have been in the spirit 
of the society, implying power, grandeur, military state, and 
security ; and, less directly, in the person of the chief, high 
birth, and knightly education and accomplishments ; in short, 



J 



COLEORTON : SIR GEORGE AND LADY BEAUMONT. 6 1 

the most of what was then deemed interesting or affecting. 
Yet, with the exception of large parks and foi^esta, nothing 
of this kind was known at that time, and these were left in 
their wild state, so that such display of ownership, so far 
from taking from the beauty of Nature, wag itself a chief 
cause of that beauty being left unspoiled and nninipaired. 
The improvements, when the place was sufficiently tranquil to 
admit of any, though absurd and monstrous in themselves, 
were confined (as our present Laureate* hns obser\'ed, I 
remember, in one of his Essays) to an acre or two about the 
house in the sliape of garden with terraces, &c. So that 
Kstore had greatly the advantage in those days, whcu what 
has been called English gardeniog was unheard of. This is 
now beginning to be perceived, and we are Betting out to 
travel backwards. Painters and poets have had the credit 
of being reckoned the fathers of English gardening ; they will 
also have, hereafter, the better praise of being fathers of a 
better taste. 

Error ia in general nothing more than getting hold of good 
things, as everything has two handles, by the wrong one. It 

I a misconception of the meaning and principles of poets 
and painters which gave countenance to the modem system 
of gardening, which is now, I hope, on the decline ; in other 
words, we are submitting to the rule which you at present 
are guided by, that of having our houses belong to the 

mtty, which will of course lead us back to the simplicity 
of Nature. And leaving your own individual sentiments and 
present work out of the question, what good can come of any 
other guide, under any circumstances ? We have, indeed, 
distinctions of rank, hereditary legislators, and large landed 
proprietors ; but from numberless causes the state of society 

lo much altered, that notliing of that lofty or imposing 



* Henry Jmhm Pjre wm po«t laoreata from 1790 to 1S13. 
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interest, formerly attached to large property in land, can dot 
exist ; none of the poetic pride, and pomp, and circumstance ^ 
nor anything that can be considered as making amends for 
violation done to the holiness of Katare. Let us take an 
extreme case, such as a residence of a Duke of I^orfolk, or 
Northumberland : of course you would expect a mansion, in 
some degree answerable to their consequence, with all con- 
veniences. The names of Howard and Percy will always 
stand high iu the regards of Englishmen ; but it is degrading, 
not only to such families as these, but to every really inter- 
esting one, to suppose that their importance will be most felt 
where most displayed, particularly in the way I am now 
alluding to. This is contracting a general feeling into a local 
ona Besides, were it not so as to what concerns the past, a 
man would be sadly astray, who should go, for example, to 
modernise Alnwick and its dependencies, with his head full 
of the ancient Percies : he would find nothing there which 
would remind him of them, except by contrast ; and of that 
kind of admonition he would, indeed, have enough. Bat_ 
this by the by, for it is against the principle itself I i 
contending, and not the misapplication of it 

After what was said above, I may ask, if anything con.'*J 
nected with the families of Howard and Percy, and thei: 
rank and iufiuence, and thus with the state of governmentij 
and society, could, in the present age, he deemed a recom-^ 
pense for their thrusting themselves in between na and I 
Nature. Surely it is a substitution of little things for great: i 
when we would put a whole country into a nobleman's J 
livery. I know nothing which to me would be so pleasing 
or affecting, as to be able to say when I am in the midst of 
a lai^ estate — Tliis roan is not the victim of his condition ; 
he is not the spoiled child of worldly grandeur ; the thought i 
of himself does not take the lead in his enjoyments : he is, I 
where he ought to be, lowly-minded, and has human feel-j 
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ings ; he has a true relish of simplicity, and therefore stands 
the best chance of being happy ; at least, without it there 
is no happiness, because there can be no true sense of the 
bounty and beauty of the creation, or insight into the con- 
stitution of the human mind. Let a man of wealth and 
influence show, by the appearance of the country in his 
neighbourhood, that he treads in the steps of the good sense 
of the age, and occasionally goes foremost ; let him give 
countenance to improvements in agriculture, steering clear 
of the pedantry of it, and showing that its grossest utilities 
will connect themselves harmoniously with the more intel- 
lectual arts, Eind even thrive the best under such connection; 
let him do his utmost to be surrounded with tenants living 
comfortably, which will always bring with it the best of all 
graces which a country can have — flourishing fields and 
happy-looking houses ; and in that part of his estate devoted 
to park and pleasure-ground, let him keep himself as much 
out of sight as possible ; let Nature be all in all, taking care 
that everything done by man shall he in the way of being 
adopted by her. If people choose that a great mansion should 
be the chief figure in a country, let this kind of keeping 
prevail through the picture, and true taste will find no fault. 
I have many remembrances beating about in my head 
which you would bttle suspect. I have been thinking of 
you, and Coleridge, and our Scotch tour, and Lord Lowther's 
grounds, and Heaven knows what. I have had before me 
the tremendously long ell-wide gravel walks of the Duke 
of Athol, among the wild glens of Blair, Bruar Water, and 
Dunkeld, brushed neatly, witliout a blade of grass or weed 
upon them, or anything that bore traces of a human foot- 
8tep ; much indeed of human hands, but wear or tear of foot 
was none. Thence I passed to our neighbour. Lord Lowther. 
You know that hia predecessor, greatly, without doubt, to 
the advantage of the place, left it to take care of itself. 
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'Hie present Lord seems disposed to do something, but not 
much. He has a neighbour, a Quaker, an amiable, inoffensive 
man,* and a little of a poet too, who has amused himself, j 
upon his own small estate upon the Emont, in twining I 
pathways along the banks of the river, making little CtiUsJ 
and bowers with inscriptions of his own writing, all veiyf 
pretty as not spreading far. This man is at present Arbiter I 
El^antianun, or master of the grounds, at Lowther; and. I 
what he has done hitherto is very well, as it is little more 1 
than making accessible what could not before be got at. 

You know something of Lowther. I believe a mora J 
delightful gpot is not under the suu. Last summer I had ] 
a charming walk along the river, for whicJi I was indebted ■ 
to this man, whose intention is to carry the walk along the I 
river-side till it joins the great road at Lowther Bridge, | 
which you will recollect, jxiat under Brougham, about a mile 
from Penrith. This to my great sorrow ! for the manu- 
btctured walk, which was absolutely necessary in many 
places, win in one place pass through a few hundred yards 
of forest ground, and will there efface the moat beautiful 
specimen of a forest pathway ever seen by human eyes, and 
which 1 have paced many an hour when I was a youth, with 
some of those I best love. Tliis path winds on under the 
trees, with the wantouness of a river, or a living creature ; 
and even if I may say so, with the subtlety of a spirit, 
contracting or enlaiging itself, vbible or invisible as it Ukea» 
There is a continued opening between the trees, a narrow 
slip of green turf besprinkled with flowers, chiefly daisies ; 
and here it b, if I may use the same kind of language, that 
thia pretty path plays its pi-anks, wearing away the turf and 
flowers at its pleasure. When I took the walk T was speak- 
ing of, last summer, it was Sunday. I met several of the 
people of the coimtry posting to and from church, in different 
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parts ; and in a retired spot by the river-side were two 
masicians (belonging probably to some corps of volunteers) 
playing upon the hautboy and clarionet. You may guesa I 
was not a little delighted ; and as you had been a visitor at 
I^wther, I could not help wishing you were with ine. 

And now I am brought to the sentiment which occa- 
aoQed this detail ; I may say, brought back to my subject, 
which is this, — that all just and solid pleasure in natural 
object« rests upon two pillars, God and Man. Laying out 
grounds, as it is called, may be considered as a liberal ait, 
in some sort like poetry and painting ; and its object. 
like that of all the liberal arts, is, or ought to be, to 
move the afTecCions under the control of good sense ; 
that is, of the best and wisest. Speaking with more 
precision, it is to assist Nature in moving the affections, 
and surely, as I have said, the affections of those who have 
the deepest perception of the beauty of Nature, who have 
the most valxiable feelings, — that is, the most peiinanent, the 
most independent, the most ennobling, connected with Nature 
and human life. No liberal art aims merely at tlie gratification 
of an individual or a class : the painter or poet is degraded 
in proportion as he does so ; the true servants of the Arts 
pay homage to the human kind as impersonated in unwarped 
and enlightened minds. If this be so when we ore merely 
putting together words or colours, how much more ought 
the feeling to prevail when we are in the midst of the 
realities of things ; of the beauty and harmony, of the joy 
and happiness, of living creatures ; of men and children, of 
birds and beasts, of hills and streams, and trees and flowers ; 
with the changes of night and day, evening and morning, 
summer and winter ; and all their unwearied actions and 
enei:gies, as benign in the spiiit tliat animates them as they 
are beautiful and grand in that form and clothing which is 
given to them for the delight of our senses ! 
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But I must stop, for you feel these tilings as deeply as 
I ; more deeply, if it were only for this, that you have lived 
longer. What tlien shall we say of many great mansions 
with their imqualified expulsion of human creatures from 
their neighbourhood, happy or not ; houses, which do what 
is fabled of the upas-tree, that they breathe out death and 
desolation ! I know you will feel with me here, both 
man, and a lover and professor of tlie Arts. I was glad to 
hear from Lady Beaumont that you did not think of remov- 
ing your village. Of course, much here will depend upon' 
circimistances, above all, with what kind of inhabitants, from 
the nature of the employments in that lUstrict, the village 
is likely to be stocked. But for my part, strip my neigh- 
bourhood of human beings, and I should tliink it one of tJ 
greatest privations I could undergo. You have all 
poverty of solitude, nothing of its elevation. In a word, 
I were disposed to write a sennon (and this is Bomething 
like one) upon the subject of taste in natural beauty, I should 
take for my text the little pathway in Lowther Woods, and 
all wliich I had to say would begin and end in the human 
heart, as under the direction of Divine Nature, conferring 
value on the objects of the senses, and pointing out what ifti 
valuable in them. 

I began this subject with Coleorton in my thoughts, and 
a confidence, that wliatever difficulties or crosses (as of many 
good things it is not easy to choose the best) you might 
meet with in the practical application of your principles of 
Taste, yet, being what they are, you will soon be pleased 
and satisfied. Only (if I may take the freedom to say so) 
do not give way too much to others : considering what yo« 
studies and pursuits have been, your own judgment must 
the best : professional men may suggest hints, but I would 
keep tlie decision to myself. 

Lady Beaumont utters something like an apprehension 



am" 

J, »^ 

1 



OOLEORTON : SIR GEORGE AND LADY BEAUMONT. 67 

that the slowness of workmen, or other impediments, may 
prevent our families meeting at Coleorton next summer. 
We shall be sorry for this, the more so as the same cause 
will hinder your coming hither. At all events, we shall 
depend upon her frankness, which we take most kindly 
indeed — I mean, on the promise she has made, to let us 
know whether you. are gotten so far through your work as 
to make it comfortable for us all to be together. 

I cannot close this letter without a word about myself. 
I am sorry to say I am not yet settled to any serious 
employment The expectation of Coleridge not a little 
unhinges me, and still more, the number of visitors we have 
had ; but winter is approaching, and I have good hopes. I 
mentioned Michael Angelo's poetry some time ago ; it is the 
most difficult to construe I ever met with, but just what you 
would expect from such a man, showing abundantly how 
conversant his soul was with great things. There is a 
mistake in the world concerning the Italian language ; the 
poetry of Dante and Michael Angelo proves that if there be 
little majesty and strength in Italian verse, the fault is m 
the authors, and not in the tongue. I can translate, and 
have translated, two books of Ariosto, at the rate, nearly, 
of 100 lines a day; but so much meaning has been put by 
Michael Angelo into so little room, and that meaning some- 
times so excellent in itself, that I found the difficulty of 
translating him insurmountable. I attempted, at least, 
fifteen of the Sonnets, but could not anywhere succeed. I 
have sent you the only one I was able to finish ; * it is far 
from being the best or most characteristic, but the others 
were too much for me. 



* It was the one beginning — 

Yes, Hope may with my strong desire keep pace. 
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No news of Coleridge. The length of this letter is q' 
formidable ; forgive it. Farewell — and believe me, 
dear Sir George, your truly affectionate friend, 

W. Woedswortil" 

The next letter refers to the same subject and to public 
events, to Lord Nelson and Mr Pitt, as well as to his own 

poenia. 

"Grasubrb, F^ntaiy IKA, 1806. 
Mt Dear Sib George, — Upon opening this letter, you 
must have seen that it ia accompanied with a copy of 
verses.* I hope they will give you some pleasure, as it will 
be the best way in which they can repay me for a little 
vexation, of which they have been the cause. They were 
wi'itteu several weeks ago, and I wished to send them to 
you, but could not muster up resolution, as I felt that they 
were so unworthy of the subject Accordingly I kept them 
by me from week to week, with a hope (which has proved 
vain) that, in some happy moment, a new fit of inspiratioa 
would help me to mend them ; and hence my silence, which, 
with your usual goodness, I know you will excuse. 

You will fiud that the verses are allusive to Lord 
Nelson ; and they will show that I must have sympathised 
with you in admiration of the man, and soitow for our loss. 
Yet, considering the matter coolly, there was little to regret 
The state of Lord Nelson's health, I suppose, was such that 
he could not have lived long ; and the first burst of exulta-: 
lion upon landing in his native country, and his reception 
would have been dearly bought, perhaps, by pain and 
weakness, and distress among hia Mends, which he 
neither remo\'e nor alleviate. Few men have ever 
under circumstances so likely to make their death of 

' The Happy Warrior. 
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benefit to their coimtry ; it is not easy to see what his life 
could have done conaparable to it. The loss of such men as 
Lord Nelson is, indeed, great and real ; but surely not for the 
reason wliicti makes most people grieve — a supposition that 
DO other such man is in the country. The old ballad has 
taught us how to feci on these occasions : 

I tritst I have withio my realm 
Five hundred good as he. 

But this is the evil, that nowhere is merit so much under 
the power of what (to avoid a more serious expression) one 
may call that of fortune, as in military and naval service ; 
and it is five hundred to one that such men will not have 
attained situations where they can show themselves, so that 
the country may know in whom to trust. Lord Nelson had 
attained that situation ; and, therefore, I think (and not for 
the other reason), ought we chieSy to lament that he is taken 
from us. 

Mr Pitt is also gone ! by tens of thousands looked upon 
in like manner as a great loss. For my own part, as 
probably you know, I have never been able to regard his 
political life with complacency. I believe him, however, to 
have been as disinterested a man, and as true a lover of his 
country, as it was possible for so ambitious a man to be. 
His first wish fthough probably unknown to lumself) was 
that hia country should prosper under Iiis administration ; 
his next that it should prosper. Could the order of these 
wishes have been reversed, Mr Pitt would have avoided 
many of the grievous mistakes into which, I think, he fell. 

I know, iny dear Sir George, you will give me credit for 
speaking without arrogance ; and I am aware it is not 
unlikely yon may differ greatly from me in these points. 
But I like, in some things, to differ with a friend, and that 
he should hwio I differ from him ; it seems to make a more 
healthy friendship, to act as a relief to those notions and 
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feelings which we have in common, and to give them a grace I 
and spirit which they could not otherwise possess. 

There were some parts in the long letter which I wrote 
about laying out grounds, in which the expression must have 
been left imperfect. I like splendid mansions in their j 
proper places, and have no objection to large or e> 
olitrusive houses in themselves. My dislike is to that I 
system of gardening which, because a house happens to bo 1 
largo or splendid, and stands at the head of a large dotaain, ] 
establishes it therefore as a principle that the house ought 
to dye all the surrounding country with a strength of | 
colouring, and to an extent proportionate to its own 
importance. This system, I think, is foimded in false 
taste, false feeling, and its effects dictating in the highest 
degree. The reason you mention as having induced you ' 
to build was worthy of you, and gave me the highest 
pleasxire. But I hope God will grant you and Lady 
lleoumont hfe to enjoy yourselves the fruit of your 
exertions for many years. 

We have lately had much anxiety about Coleridge. ' 
What Cftu have become of him ? It must be upwards of 
thrvo mouths since he landed at Trieste. Has he returned 
to Malta, tliiuk you, or what can have befallen him ? He 
hfts never since been heard of. . . . 

I have thoughts of sendijig the verses to a newspaper," 

Fnssing over several letters from Wordsworth and hia i 
«iyli,>r, referring chiefly to Coleridge, Dorothy wrote thus to ' 
l^' Iteaumont, on the 9th July 1806, about their going 
h to Coleorton : — 

" GftASUERB, Jidji 9lh, Monday. 
' lit ObaR Friend, — ... In the first place, then, we 
^__ 10 li«ve no other spot to turn to, for there is not a 
^ this neighbourhood ; and our continuing here i 
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during another winter would be attended with so many 
serious inconveniences, especially to my brother, who has no 
quiet comer in which to pursue his studies, no room but 
that where we all sit . . . that we feel that nothing short 
of absolute impossibility should prevent us from moving. 
Ever since my brother's return from London, we have 
thought about our removal to Coleorton as the only scheme 
in our power ; but I abstained from speaking of it to you, 
thinking that at our meeting all things might be better 
explained The solitude would be no evil to us with such a 
treasure of books, and even the dirty roads a trifling one, 
the house being so large that it would not be irksome or 
unhealthful to be confined there in rainy weather. There 
is but one circumstance which casts a damp upon our 
prospects . . . the being in your house and you not there ; 
so near you, as it were, and not enjoying your society. On 
this account, ... if any house should become vacant in 
this neighbourhood before the beginning of winter, of course 
it would be desirable to take it, and defer our journey till 
the end of next summer, when you will be there also^for 
I hope there will be no further delay in the finishing of your 
building. . . ." 

In another letter, two months later, she said that as 
soon as they received the invitation to Coleorton, they 
" determined to seek no furtlier for a house in this neigh- 
bourhood, except in the case of Coleridge's wintering at 
Keswick, should he determine so to do ; if, within three or 
four miles of Keswick (which is very improbable), a suitable 
house should be vacant, my brother will take it, for the sake 
of being near to Coleridge." 

On the 21st August Wordsworth wrote to Sir George, 
congratulating him upon Coleridge's arrival and recovery 
from illness, and refeiTcd again, at some length, to the Place 
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Fell properly (see p. 32). His allusion to this is note- 
worthy : — 

"My uneasiness did not arise so much from being thus 
betrayed into an obligation to Loni Lowther, as from the 
specific circumstances attenduig that obUgation. It is my 
opinion that a man of letters (and indeed all public men of 
every pursuit) ought to be severely frugal If I ought to be 
frugal of ray own money, much more ought I to be so of 
another person's, particularly of a generous-minded person. 
Now the object here was not wotth an additional ^£200 of 
my own money, and therefore much less of Lord Lowther's. 
Had indeed the object been very important, such as putting 
me in possession of a place where I had long lived, and with 
whicli I bad connected many interesting feelings, I might 
not have thought that any sense of honour or independence, 
however nice, ought to call upon me to shrink from such an 
act of kindness and munificence. But this was not the case 
here ; the spot had little to recommend it to me but its own 
beauty, and Providence has dealt so kindly with this couni 
that this is little distinction. 

Applethwaite, I hope, will remain in my family for many' 
generationa With my will it should never be parted with,* 
ludess the character of the place be entirely changed, as I 
ajo sorry to say there is some reason to apprehend ; a cotton^'. 
mill being, I am told, already planted, or to be planted, 
the glen. I shall see the place to-morrow. 

The matter of your advice about building I have loi 
laid to my heart ; and it has (as is common in these < 
just answered the purpose of quickening the temptati 
be dabbling. The temptation I like, and I should conti 
myself with the pleasure it gives me through my whole 
(I have at least built five hundred houses, in five hum 
different places, with ganlen, grounds, &c.), but I have i 
* It Btill beloDga to tbe Wordi worths. 
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cover me, and know not where to get one. But 
I do not mean to entangle myself with rashness, 
hat everybody haa said, and means nothing. What 
then shall I say ? My object is not to build a new house, 
only to add two rooms to an old one, and this on the sup- 
position that we do not go southward with Coleridge, 

... I told Wilkinson frankly, yet in as gentle a man- 
ner as I could, that I should not have accepted Lord L.'a 
offer if I had been consulted, and upon wliat principle I 
should have refused. This he took very well, and seemed 
quite happy that he had not consulted me. The spot I re- 
examined last Sunday, and a most beautiful one it is. How 
happy should I V-e to show it to you and Lady Beaumont ! 
I don't know any place where more recommendation lies in 
ao little room. 

... I like your idea of republishing your ancestor's poems, 
and promise myself great pleasure iu reading them. If I 
could be of any service in editing the Ijook, nothing would 
,give me more satisfaction, either in the way of prefixing a 
life, carrying the work through the press, or anything else. 

A3 soon as we have seen Coleridge we shall be able to 
Bay something positive about our journey to Coleorton." 

During the same autumn, and before they left Graamere, 
Wordsworth wrote thus to Sir George : — 

"... I like your ancestor's verses the more, the more I 
see of them ; they are manly, dignified, and extremely 
Itarmonioua. I do not remember in any author of that age 
jaucb a series of well-tuned couplets. 

What shall I say of Coleridge ? or what can I say ? 
'My dear friend, this is certain, that he is destined to be 
unhappy. I would not distress you and Lady Beaumont 
with this, but it is not to be kept from you, and ought not, 
loving him and us as you do. I believe I have spoken to 
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Lady Beaumont of his domestic situatioD, so that the 1itt| 
which I shall now say will not be altogether new, and therQ 
fore will, I hope, be less felt In fact, he dare not go 1 
he recoils so much from the thought of domesticating \ 
Mrs C, with whom, though on many accounts he i 
respects her, he is so miserable that he dare not encounte 
it. "What a deplorable thing ! I have written to him t 
say that if he does not come down immediately, I : 
insist upon seeing him somewhere. If he appoints London, 
I sliall go. I believe if anything good is to be done for him, 
it must be done by me. , . . He has no plan for his own 
residence, and as yet has taken no notice of anything we J 
have said of our movements depending upon hiin and Ids." 

About the same time Dorothy wrote to Lady Beaumont — ■■ 
" I have put off writing to you for many days, hoping'! 
always that the next post would bring us a letter from 
Coleridge himself, from which some comfort might bftfl 
gathered, and a more accurate estimate formed of thai 
state of his mind. But no letter has arrived I i 
however, the satisfaction of telling you that he is to beS 
at home on the 29th of this month. He has written to 
acquaint Mrs Coleridge with this, and has told her that he 
has some notion of giving a course of lectures in London in 
the winter. This is all we know ; I do not imagine he haa 
mentioned the subject of the lectiu'es to Mrs C. Whatever 1 
his plan may be, I confess I very much wish he may not j 
put it in practice, and for many reasons : first, because ] 
fear his health would sufTer from late hours, and being 1 
too much into company ; and, in the second place, I woul 
fain see him address the whole powers of his soul 
great work in prose or verse, of which the effect would \ 
permanent, and not personal and transitorj'. I do not meani 
to say that much permanent good may not be produced by J 
communicating knowledge by means of lectures, but a maal 
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perpetoally tempted to lower himself to his hearers, to 
''tiring them into sympathy with him, and no one would be 
more likely to yield to such temptation than Coleridge ; 
tlierefore at every period of his life the objection woidd have 
applied to his devoting himself to this employment. But at 
this present time it seems almost nece'jsary that he should 
have one grand object before bun, which would turn hia 
thoughts away in a steady course from his own unhappy lot, 
and BO prevent petty irritations and distresses, and in the 
end produce a habit of reconcilement and submission. 

My dear friend, you will judge how much we have 
3uEfered from anxiety and distress within the few last weeks. 
We have long known how unfit Coleridge and his wife were 
for each other ; but we Iiad hoped that his ill-health, and 
the present need hia children have of hia care and fatherly 
tnsCruclione, and the reflections of his own mind during this 
long absence would have so wrought upon him that he might 
have returned home with comfort, ready to partake of the 
blessings of friendship, which he surely has in an abundant 
degree, and to devote himself to his studies and his children. 
I now trust he has brought himself into this state of mind, 
it OS we have had no letters from him since that miserable 
le which we received a short time before my brother 
lentioned the subject to Sir George, I do not know wliat 
views are. Poor soiJ I he had a struggle of many years, 
iving to bring Mrs C. to a change of temper, and some- 
thing like communion with him in his enjoyments. He is 
now, I trust, effectually convinced that he has no power of 
sort, and be has had so long a time to know and feel 
that I would gladly hope things will not be so bad as 
imagines when he finds himself once again with hia 
.ildren under hb own root If he can make use of the 
knowledge which he has of the utter impossibility of pro- 
ducing powers and qualities of mind which ore not in her, 
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or of much clianging what is imsuitahle to his diaposition, I 
do not thmk he will be unhappy ; I am sure I think he 
ought not to be miserabU. While he imagined he had any- 
thing to hope for, no wonder that his perpetual disappoint- 
ments made lum so ! But suppose him once reconciled to 
that one great want, an utter want of sympathy, I believe 
he may live in peace and quiet. Mrs C. has many excell^t 
qualities, as you observe, . . . and I believe she would have 
made an excellent wife to many persons. Coleridge is as 
little fitted for her as she for him, and I am tnily sorry for 
her. When we meet you at Coleorton, I trust we shall 
have been with Coleridge long enough to know what comfort 
he is likely to have. In the meantime, I will say no more 
on this distressing subject, unless some change should happen 
much for the better or the worse. I hope everj-thing from 
the effect of my brother's conversation upon Coleridge's mind ; 
and bitterly do I regret that he did not at first go to London 
to meet him, as I think he might have roused him up. and 
preserved liim from much of the misery that he has endured. 
. . , We think that nothing will prevent our accepting your 
kind offer; for it is plain that Coleridge does not wish us 
to go to Keswick, as he has not replied to that part of 
William's letter in which he spoke of oui" plans for the 
winter. We shall, therefore, prepare ourselves to be ready 
to set off at any time that you shall appoint. . , ." 

Settled at Coleorton for the winter, Wordsworth wrote 
thus to Sir George : — 

"Nov. 10, 180ft.; 

. . . You know that at Grasmere the high mountaii 
conceal from ua in a great measure the splendour of a western 
sky at sunset. We have often regretted this, and we congi-atu- 
lated ourselves that evening on the opportunity wliich our 
present comparatively flat situation would give us of enjoying 
a sight from which we had long been excluded. We have had 
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Bone or two fine eveniugs since, but nothing like that Erst, 
I trbich was, I think, the most magniGceiit I ever beheld . . . 
We have not yet rambled much about. Ouce I have 
been at the fir-wood with Miss Hutchinson, once at the pool 
with M. W., and once had a long walk with my sister about 
the house and in the kitchen garden. Your new building 
and its immediate neighbourhood improve \i]\on me much. I 
am particularly pleased with the spot — a discovery since 
your departure — which Lady Beaumont haa chosen, I con- 
jecture, for a winter garden. It will be a delightful place. 
By the by, there is a pleasing paper in the Spectator (in the 
7th voL, No. 477) upon this subject. The whole is well 
worth reading, particularly that part which relates to the 
winter garden. He mentions hollies and bombean as plants 
which his place is ftdl of. The horn-bean I do not know, 
but the holly I looked for in Lady B.'s ground, and could not 
find. For its own beauty, and for the sake of the hills and 
crags of the North, let it be scattered here in profusion. It 
ia of slow growth, no doubt, but not so slow na generally 
supposed; and then it does grow, and somebody, we hope, 
will enjoy it. Among the barbarisers of our beautiful Lake 

»Kgion, of those who bring and those who take away, there 
are few whom I have e.vecrated more than an extirpator of 
this beautiful shrub, or rather tree — the hotly. This worthy, 
thank Heaven ! is not a native, but be comes from far ; and 
his business is to make bird-lime, and so down go these fair 
|;,creatnre3 of Nature wherever he can find them. (You know 
"obably that bird-Ume is made of the bark of the holly.) I 
would also plant yew, which is of still slower growth. One 
;ht struck me too relating to the grounds, which I will 
Baentdon. I should not be for planting many forest trees 
' about the house, by the side of those which are ah'eady at 
their full growth ; when I planted at all there, I should 
rather choose thickets of underwood, hazels, wild rosea, honey- 
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suckle, hollies, thorns, and treiling plants, such as travellers' 
joy, &C. My reaaou, in addition to the beauty of these, is 
that they would never be compared with the grown-up trees, 
whereas young trees of the same kind, will, and must, appear 
insignificant. Obser^'c my remark only applies to placing 
these young trees hy the gide of ilie others ; where there is an 
open space of any size it does not hold. 

Miss Hutchinson and 1 were at church yesterday. We 
weie pleased with the singing ; and I have often heard a far 
worse parson — I mean as to reading. TTis sermon was, to 
be sure, as village sermons often are, very injudicious. . . . 
I don't know that I ever beard in a country pulpit a sermon 
that had any special bearing on the condition of the majority 
of the audience. I was sorry to see at Coleorton few middle- 
aged men, or even women ; the congregation consisted almost 
entirely of old persons, particularly old men, and boys and 
\ girls. ... I have talked much chit-chat I have chosen to 
I do this rather than give way to my feelings, which were powa> 
fully called out by your affecting and beautiful letter, I will 
say this, and this only, that I esteem your friendship one of 
the beat gifts of my life. I and my family owe much to yon 
, and Lady Beaumont. I need not say that I do not mean anyJ 
I additions to our comfoit or happiness. ... I speak of son 
I indebted to soul. ... In a day or two I mean to send a shef 
I ■of my intended volume to the press ; it would give me plea 
[ to desire the printer to send you the sheets as they are stniolefl 
I off if you could have them free of expense. There is i 
liorming a true estimate of a volume of small poems hy read-4 
I'ing them all together ; one stands in the way of the othei; | 
Kmifiy must either be read a few at once, or the book must 
some time by one, before a judgment can be made of 
e quantity of thought and feeling and imagery it contains*^ 
1 what, and what variety of moods of mind, it can eithei 
is suited to. 
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My sister is writing to Lady Beaumont, and will tell her 
(ow comfoitaljle we are here, and everything relating thereto. 
Alas ! we have had no tidings of Coleridge — a certain proof 
that be continuta to be very unhappy. Farewell my dear 
friend. — Most faithfully and affectionately youra, 

Wm. Wordswoeth." 

The following is piirt of Dorothy Wordsworth's letter to 
lady Beaumont : — 

"CoLKoHTOS, Friday, 15(ft Noeemher. 
My DeA-H Friend, — We like the place more and more 
every day, for every day we find fresh comfort in having a 
roomy house. The sitting-room, where by tlie fireside we 
have seen some glorious sunsets, we far more than like — we 
already lote it. Theae sunsets are a gift of our new 
residence, for shut up as we are among the moimtains in our 
unaU deep valley, we have but a glimpse of the glory of the 
evening through one gap called the Dunmail Gap, the 
inverted arch wliich you pass through in going to Keswick. 
I On Wednesday evening my brother and I walked backwards 
I And forwards under the trees near the ball just after the 
■(Son was gone down, and we felt as if we were admitted to a 
ir delight. From the horizon's edge to a great height the 
Itky was covered with rosy clouds, and I cannot conceive 
IsDything more beautiful and glorious and solemn than this 
ight seen through the trees, and the majestic trees them- 
selves ; aud afterwards, when we went lower down, and had 
the church spire and your new house Iwicked by the west, 
they had a very fine effect. We continued to walk till the 
Laky was gloomy all over, and two lights (we supposed from 
■ eoal-pits) on the hill opposite to the hall, where the grove 
tnds whither you want to decoy the rooks, were left to 
I'flhine with full effect, and they looked very wild. , . . 
Hi Cifug has planted honeysuckles beside the pillars at the 
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door. . . . We have requested him to plant some of t 
clematis or travellers' joy, a plaut which ia very beautihi 
especially by moonlight in winter, grows rapidly, and makeg 
a delicious bower. What above all things I delight in i 
the piece of ground you liave chosen for your winter garden a 
the hillocks and slopes, and the hollow shape of the v 
will make it a perfect wilderness when the trees get up>fl 
. . . My brother works very hard at his poems, prepi 
them for the press. Miss Hutchinson is the transcribe 
She also orders dinner, and attends to the kitchen ; eo tfai 
the labour being so divided we have all plenty of leisure; 
... I do not understand anything by that line of Michael 
Augelo but tliis, that he, seeing in the expression and light 
of tier eye so much of the divine nature, — that is, receiving 
from thence such an assurance of the divine nature being iaj 
her — he felt therefrom a more confirmed belief or sentiment 

I or sensation of the divinity of his own, and was thereby 

[ purified. . . . 

I have kept back from speaking of Coleridge, for whafe 

I can I say ? We have had no letter, though we have written 

f again. You shall hear of it when he writes to ua." 

On the l7th November, Dorothy wrote again to Lady 



. I do not know what to say to you about poor Cole- 

[' ridge. We have had four letters from him, and in all hei 

I speaks with the same steadiness of his resolution to separata 

I from Mrs C, and she has fully agreed to it, and consented that 

■ be should take Hartley and Derwent, and superintend their 

laducation, she being allowed to have them at the holidays. I 

»y she has agreed to the separation, but in a letter which wft 

lave received to-night he tells us that she breaks out into out- 

^ous passions, and urges continually that one aigument 

fact the only one which has the least effect upon her 

taind), that this person, and that person, and everybody will 
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talk. ... He says ; ' If I go away without them I am a bird 
who has struggled himself from ofl" a bird-lime twig, and 
then finds a string round his leg pulling him back.' My 
brother has written to advise liiiii to briug the boys to us. 
. . . I hope my brother's letter will make liim determine to 
come with them here, and that I shall have to tell you that 
they are here before the end of this week. 



You were very kind in transcribing the passage from 
PascaL ... It is a beautiful passage — indeed very beautiful ; 
bat there is always a something wanting to the fulness of 
my satis&ction in the expression of all elevated sentiments 
in the French language ; and I cannot but think, simple aa 
the conception is, and suitable as is the expression, that if 
Pascal had been an Englishman, having the same exalted 
spirit of piety and the same genius, and had written in 
English, there would have been more of dignity in the 
language of the sentences you have quoted, and they would 
have been more impressive. There is a richness and 
strength in the language of our own great writers that I 
could never perceive in the French ; but I have not read 
much in French, except poetry and common light reading 
such as everybody reads, so I have little right to suppose 
myself a judge. 

William has written two other poems, which you will 
I aee when they are printed. He composes frequently in the 
grove, and Mr Gray is going to put him up a bench mider 
■ the hollies. We have not yet received a sheet from the 
I printer. . . . William and I went to Grace Dieu last week. 
' We were enchanted with the little valley, and its rocks, and 
I the rocks of Chamwood upon the liill, on which we rested 
g time. Adieu, my dear friend. . . . Youra ever, 
DOBOTHV WOBDSWOHTH." 

On December 22nd she wrote again aa follows : — 
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" Mt Deab Fbdesd, — ^We are in ezpecutioo every n 
of poor Coleridge and his eon Hartley. They were to 1 
Kenttal on Wednesday, and if they had oome as qnickljr^ 
my ln«tber and Uiss IL, they woold bare beea heie I 
night. C says that Mrs Coleridge intends letnoring a 
ward in the spring, and is to meet him in London with 
Derwent, who till that rime is to stay with her. ... He 
writes calmly and in better spirits. Mrs C. had been 
outrageous ; but for the last two or three days she had 
become more quiet, and appealed to be toletsbly reconciled 
to bis arrangement& I bad a letter from her lost week — a 
strange letter ! She wrole just as if all things were going 
on as usual, and we knew nothing of the intentioBS of 
Coleridge. She gives but a very gloomy account of Cole- 
ridge's health, but this in her old way, without the least 
feeling or sense of Ms sufferings. I do think, indeed, that 
the state of his health will absolutely prevent Iiim from 
lecturing. It is a sad pity that he did not formally decline 
accepting the proposal, as I believe his heart was ne%'er in 
it, and notldng but the dreamy and miserable state of his 
mind (which prevented him from dtnnff anything) kept him 
from saying that he would not lecture. . . ." 

The Memorials of CoUorton must be referred to for the 
letter to Lady Beaumont on the laying out of the winter 
garden at the Hall, a letter which IVordawotth called " the 
longest he ever wrote in his life."* It is an extremely in- 
teresting letter in its minute details. He depicts an almost 
ideal garden — variety and imity combined, in a way in which 
they have perhaps never been actually carried out ; but to 
this day the winter gaiden of Coleorton remains a monument 
of Wordsworth's insight into the principles of Art as applied 
to landscape gardening. The same insight was seen in his 
criticism of Uvedale Price's domain at Foxley, in the sug- 
• See Mcmori'iiii, vol. i., pp. ISI-209. 
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gestions he made about the laying out of the grounds at 
Foxhowe and Lancrigg, and in the terrace walks and 
winding paths at his own residence of Bydal Mount. 

On the 23rd December Dorothy wrote again to Lady 
Beaumont : — 

" Coleridge and his son Hartley arrived on Sunday after- 
noon. My dear Lady Beaumont, the pleasure of welcoming 
him to your house mingled with our joy, and I think I 
never was more happy in my life than when we had had 
him an hour by the fireside : for his looks were much more 
like his own old self, and though we only talked of common 
things, and of our friends, we perceived that he was con- 
tented in his mind, and had settled things at home to his 
satisfaction. He has been tolerably well and cheerful ever 
SLQce, and has begun with his books. Hartley, poor boy ! is 
very happy, and looks uncommonly well. ... I long to know 
your opinion and Sir George's of my brother's plan of the 
winter garden. Coleridge (as we females are also) is much 
delighted with it, only he dovhts about the fountain, and he 
thinks it is possible that an intermingling of birch trees 
somewhere, on account of the richness of the colour of the 
naked twigs in winter, might be an advantage ; I may add 
also from myself, that we have often stood for half an hour 
together at Grasmere, on a still morning, to look at the rain- 
drops or hoar-frost glittering in sunshine upon the birch 
twigs ; the purple colour and the sparkling drops produce a 
most enchanting efifect. . . . God bless you, my kind good 
friend. We shall drink a health to you on Christmas Day. 
You may remember that it is my birthday ; but in my inner 
heart it is never a day of jollity. — Believe me, ever yours, 

D. Wordsworth." 

Early in January 1807, the Prelude was read aloud by 
Wordsworth to Coleridge at Coleorton, and this led to 
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Coleridge's writing oue of tbe moat pathetic of all hia poei 
to which he prefixed the following : — 

" To William Wordsworth. Composed for the grwater 
part ou the same n^ht after the finishing of his recitation 
of the poem in thirteen books, on the growth of his own 

It is fortunate that Coleridge sent a copy of the poem in 
MS. to Sir George Beaumont in Januaiy 1S07, and that this 
copy still exists, as it differs in some very important points 
from the text afterwards adopted by Coleridge himself. In 
the latter text the poem begins — 

Friend of the Wise ! and Teacher of the Good ! 
In the fii-st MS. it began — 

O Friend 1 Teacher ! God's great gift to roe I 

He described the poem read to him as 

... an Orphic tale indeed, 
A tale divine of high and paasionate thonghta. 
To their own music chanted I 

And coutiniied — 

O great Bard ! 
Ere yet the last strain dying awed the air 
With steadfast eyea I saw thee \a the choir 
Of over.endnring meD, The truly great 
Have all one age, aud from one visible space 
Shed influence ; for they, both power and act, 
Are jierinaneiit, and Time is not with them, 
Save as it woiketh for them, they in it. 
Nor leas a sacred roll than those of old. 
And to be placed, aa tbey, with gradnal fame 
Among the archives of mankind, thy work 
Makes audible a tinkl'd song of truth, — 
Of truth profound, a sweet continuous aong 
Not learnt, but native, her own natural notes ! 
Dear ahnll it be to every human heart. 
To me how more than dearest ! me, on whom 
Comfort from thee, and utterance of thy love. 
Came with auch heights and depths of harmouj, 
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Such sense of wings uplifting, that ita might 
ScatteHd and quell'd me, till my thoughts became 
A bodily tumult; and thy faithful hopea. 
Thy hopes of me, dear friend ! by me imf elt ! 
Were troublous to me, almost as a, voice, 
Familiar once, and more thau musical ; 
As a dear woman's voice to one cast forth, 
A wanderer with a worn-out heart forlorn, 
'Mid strangera pining with untended wounds. 

friend ! too well thou know'st of what sad years 
The long suppression had benumbed my aoal, 
That, even ob life returns upon the drown'd, 
The usual joy awoke a throng of pains — 
Keen pangs of Love, awakening, as a babe, 
Turbulent, with an outcry in the heart 1 
And feara self-willed, that shunn'd the eye of hope, 
And hope that scaroe would know itself from fear ; 
Sense of past youth, and manhood come in vniu, 
And genius given, and knowledge won in vain ; 
And all, which I had culled in wood-walks wild, 
And all which patient toil bad rear'd. and all 
Commune with tbbb bad open'd out — hut flowers 
Strew'd on my corse, and borne upon my bier, 
In the same coffin, for the B*lf-aanie grave ! 

In silence listening, like a devout child, 

My soul lay passive ; by the various strain 

Driven as in surges now, beneath the stars, 

With momentary stars of her own birth, 

Fair constellated foam, still darting off 

Into the darkness; now a tranquil sea. 

Outspread and bright, yea swelling to the moon. 

And when — Friend ! my comfort«r ! my guide ! 

Strong in thyself, and powerful to give strength I 

Thy long-sustained song finally closed. 

And thy deep voice had ceaaed^yet thon thyself 

Wert still before mine eyes, and round us both 

That happy vision of beloved faces — 

(All whom, I deepliest love — in one room all !) 

Sc&rca conscious, and yet conscious of its close, 

1 sate, my being blended in one thought, 
(Thought WHS it } or aspiration 1 or resolve 1) 
Abaorb'd ; yet hanging still upon the sound — 
And when t roee^ I found myself in prayer. 

When this poem was sent to the press by Coleridge in 
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1817 — and republished in 1828 — he suppressed the fift 
lines b^inoing 

Deu ah&li it be to eyei7 hunmn heart, 
and pat two others in their place, with all the allusions to 
Wordsworth left out. 

Similarly, in the print«d editions of Dejection, an Ode — 
written in 1802, and originally addressed to Wordsworth — 
the allusions to him are all left out, and otheiB put in their 
place. For 

Oh, William ! we receive but what we give ■ 

is printed ^^ 

Lftdj ! we receive bnt what we give, 

and so with other references. As first printed in TJie Mom- 
iwj Posi, on the 4th October 1802. the Ode was addressed 
to an " Edmtmd ; " but, as previously sent to Sir George 
Beaumont in MS., on April 4, 1802, it was certainly 
addressed to " William Wordsworth ; " and the " Lady" who 
was subsequently invoked was not Sara Coleridge but Sara 
Hutchinson. 

Coleridge seems to have spent a joyous time at Coleorton, 
and although the shadow, not of estrangement, but of a 
chasm in sympathy, had begun already to be felt by all the 
Wordsworth family, it did not for a moment lessen their 
affectionate interest in him, or their devotion to liis welfare. 
He went south to London from Coleorton, and afterwards to 
Bristol and Stowey. 

After his departure, Wordsworth's principal work — in 
addition to the superintendence of all that was done at the 
Hall garden — was the editing of the two volumes of his 
poems, published iji the same year by the Messrs Longman. 
As these volumes were even more fiercely and ignorantlj' 
abused by hostile critics than the Iiyricai Ballads had been. 
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it is specially interesting to remember, at this distance of 
time, that their fate was foreseen by their writer, wlio was 
ahsoktely indifferent to the verdict of the hour. Words- 
worth wrote a letter to Lady Beaumont on the purposes 
wiiicli his poems were meant to fulfil, and tlie destiny he 
'believed to be in store for them, which is altogether unique 
as a literary forecast, and is almost sublime in its calm 
-anticipation of the reversal of temi>orary opinion by the 
viaer insight of the future. 

" CoLBOETON, Mag 21, 1807. 

" My Dear Ladv Beaumont, — Though I am to see you ao 
icon, I cannot but write a word or two, to thank you for the 
: interest you take in my poenis, as evinced by your solicitude 
■bout their immediate reception. I write partly to thank 
you for this, and to express the pleasure it lias given me, 
and partly to remove any uneasiness from your miud, which 
the disappointments you sometimes meet with, in tliis labour 
of love, may occasion. . . . 

It is impossible that any expectations can be lower than 
JBiine concerning the immediate effect of this little work upon 
what is called ' the public' I do not liere take into con- 
sideration the envy and malevolence, and all the bad paa- 
siona which always stand in the way of a work of any merit 
bom a living poet ; but merely tiiink of the pure absolute 
,lionest ignorance, in which all woridlings of every rank and 
ntuation must be enveloped, with respect to the thoughts, 
feelings, and images, on which the life of my poems depends. 
Yba things which I have taken, whether from within or 
irithout, what have they to do with routs, dinners, morning 
jialls, hurry from door to door, from street to street, on foot 
or in carriage ; with Mr Pitt or Mr Fox, Mr Paul or Sir 
incis Burdett, the Westminster election or the borough of 
Sooiton J In a word — for I cannot atop to make my way 
\ the hurry of images that present themselves to me. 
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— what have they to do with endless talking about things 
nobody cares anything for, except as far as their own vanity 
is concerned, and tliia with persons they care nothing for but 
as their vanity or srljishness ia concerned ? what have they 
to do — to say all at once — with a life without love ? In 
such a life there can be no thought ; for we have no thought 
(save thoughts of pain) but as far as we have love and 
admiration. 

It is an awful truth tliat there neither is, nor can be, any 
genuine enjoyment of poetry among nineteen out of twenty 
of those persons who live, or wish to live, in the broad light 
of the world — among those who either are, or are striving 
, to make themselves, people of consideration in society. This 
is a truth, and an awful one, because to be incapable of a 
feeling of poetry, in my sense of the word, is to be without 
love of huniiin nature, and reverence for God. 

Upon this I shaU insist elsewhere ; at present let ine 
confine myself to my object, which ia to make you, my dear 
friend, as easy-hearted as myself with respect to these poema. 
Trouble not yourself about their present i-eception ; of what 
moment is that compared with what I trust ia their destiny? 
to console the afflicted ; to add sunshine to daylight, by 
making the happy happier; to teach the young, and the 
gracious of every age, to see, to think, and feel, and there- 
fore to become more actively and securely virtuous— this 
is their office, which I tnist they will faithfully perform, 
long after we (tliat is, all that ia mortal of us) are mouldered 
in our graves. 

I am well aware how far it would aeem to many that I 
over-rate my own exertions, when I speak in this way, in 
direct connection with the volume I have just made public 

I am not, however, afraid of such censure, insignificant 
aa probably the majority of those poems would appear to 
very respectable persons.- I do not mean London wits and 
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witlinga, for these have too many foul pftsaions about 
liem to be respectable, even if they had more intellect tlian 
tile benign laws of Providence will allow to such a heartlesa 
enstence as theirs is ; but grave kindly-natured worthy 
persona, who would be pleased if they could. I hope that 
these volume3 are not without some recommendations, even 
for readers of tliia class, but their imagination has slept; 
and the voice, which ia the voice of my poetry, without 
imagination cannot be lieard. Leaving these, I was going 

to say a word to such readers as Mr . Such ! — how 

would he be offended, if he knew I considered him only aa 
a representative of a class, and not an unique ! ' Pity,' says 
Mr , ' that so many tritliug things should be admitted 

I to obstruct the view of those that have merit.' Now, let 
Sob candid judge take, by way of example, the sonnets 
which probably, with the exception of two or three other 
|N>eni9 — for wliich I will not contend — appear to bim the 
most trifling, as they are the shortest. I would say to hira, 
omitting things of liigher consideration, there is one thing 
which must sti'ike you at once, if you will only read these 
poems, — that those To Liberty, at least, liave a connection 
with, or a bearing upon, each other ; and, therefore, if 
individually they want weight, perhaps, as a body, they may 
-. be so dehcient. At least this ought to induce you to 
md your judgment, and qualify it, so far as to allow 
t, the writer aims at least at comprehensiveness. 
But dropping this, I would boldly say at once, that 
I sonnets, wliile they each fix the attention upon some 
nportant sentiment, separately considered, do, at the same 
time, collectively make a poem on the subject of civil liberty 
and national independence, which, either for simplicity of 
Atyle, or grandeur of moral sentiment, is alaa ' likely to have 
' parallels in the poetry of the present day. Again, 
, to the Moods of my own Mind. There ia scarcely a 
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poem here of above ihirlj' lines, and veiy trifling these 
poems will appear to mnny ; but, omitting to apeak of them 
individually, do they not, taken collectively, fix the attention 
upon a subject emiuently poetical, viz., the interest which 
objects in Nature derive from the predominance of certain 
affections, more or less permanent, more or less capable of 
salutary renewal in the mind of the being contemplating these 
objects ? This is poetic, and essentially poetic And why ? 
because it is creative. 

But I am wasting words, for it is nothing more than 
you know ; and if said to those for whom it is intended, it 
would not be understood. 

I see by your last letter that Mrs Fennor has entered into 
the spirit of these Moods of my ovm Mind. Tour transcript 
from her letter gave me the greatest pleasure ; but I must 
say that even she has something yet to receive from me. I 
say this with confidence, from her thinking that I have fallen 
below myself in the sonnet beginning — 

With ahips the sea was aprinkled fw and nigh. 
As to the other which she objects to, I will only observe 
that tliere is a misprint in the last line but two — _ 

And though this wildemesB, H 

tor n 

And through this wilderness, 
that makes it unintelligible. This latter sonnet, for many 
reasons (though I do not abandon it), I will not now speak 
of ; but upon the other, I could say something important in 
conversation, and will attempt now to illustrate it by a 
comment, which, I feel, will be inadequate to convey my 
meaning. There is scarcely one of my poems which does 
not aim to direct the attention to some moral sentiment, or 
general principle, or law of thought, or of intellectual 
constitution. For instance, in the present case, who is there 
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that has not felt that the mind can have no rest among a 
multitude of objects, of which it either cannot make one 
whole, or from which it cannot single out one individual, 
whereupon may be concentrated the attention divided among 
or distracted by a multitude ? After a certain time, we 
must either select one image or object, which must put out 
of view the rest wholly, or must subordinate them to itself 
while it stands forth as a head : 

Now glowed the firmament 
With living sapphires ! Hesperus that led 
The starry host^ rode brightest ; till the moon, 
Rising in clouded majesty, at length, 
Apparent Queeriy unveiled her peerless light. 
And o'er the dark her silver mantle threw. 

Having laid this down as a general principle, take the case 
before us. I am represented in the sonnet as casting my 
eyes over the sea, sprinkled with a multitude of ships, like 
the heavens with stars. My mind may be supposed to float 
up and down among them, in a kind of dreamy indifference 
with respect either to this or that one, only in a pleasurable 
state of feeling with respect to the whole prospect. ' Joy- 
ously it showed.' This continued till that feeling may be 
supposed to have passed away, and a kind of comparative 
listlessness or apathy to have succeeded, as at this line. 

Some veeriog up and down, one knew not why. 

All at once, while I am in this state, comes forth an object, 
an individual ; and my mind, sleepy and unfixed, is awakened 
and fastened in a moment. 

Hesperus, that led 
The starry host, 

is a poetical object, because the glory of his own nature 
gives him the pre-eminence the moment he appears. He 
calls forth the poetic faculty, receiving its exertions as a 
tribute. But this ship in the sonnet may, in a manner still 
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more appropriate, be said to come upon a mission of the 
poetic spirit, because in its own appearance and attribnt-es, 
it is Imrely sufficiently distinguished to rouse the creative 
faculty of the human mind to exertions at all times welcome, 
but doubly so when they come upon us when in a state of I 
remissness. The mind being once fixed and roused, all the I 
rest comes from itself ; it is merely a lordly ship, nothing ■ 



Thin shij) waa nought to me, nor I to her. 
Yet I paraued her with a lover's look. 

My mind wantons with grateful joy in the exercise of ita j 
own powers, and loving its own creation. 

This ship to till the reel I did prefer, 

makmg hei' a sovereign or a regent, and thusgi'ving body and i 
life to all the rest ; mingling up this idea with fondness and il 
praise — 

Wliere ahe cornea the winda must stir; 
and concluding the whole with, 

On went she, and due north her journey took ; 
thus taking up again the reader vfith whom I began, letting j 
him know how long I must have watched this favourite j 
vessel, and inviting him to rest hia mind as mine is resting. 

Having said so much upon mere fourteen lines, which Mrs j 
Fennor did not approve, I cannot but add a word or two i 
upon my satisfaction in finding that my mind has so much | 
in common with hers, and that we participate so many of 
each other's pleasures. I collect this fi'om her having^ i 
singled out the two little poems Tke Daffodils, and The Jiock v 
crowned imih Snowdrops. I am sure that whoever is much a 
pleased with either of these quiet and tender delineationg'i 
must be fitted to walk through the recesses of my poetry I 
with delight, and will there recognise at every turn som 
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thing or other in wbicli, and over which, it has that property 
and right which knowledge and love confer. The line, 

Comebleaaed barrier, &c 

in the Sonnet upon Slffp, which Mrs F, points out had before 
been mentioned to me by Coleridge, and indeed, by almost 
everybody who had heard it, as eminently beautiful. My 
letter (as this second sheet which I am obliged to take, 
admonishes me) is growing to an enormous length ; and yet, 
saying that I have expressed my calm confidence that these 
poems will live, I have said nothing which has a particular 
application to the object of it, which was to remove all dis- 
quiet from your mind on account of the condemnation tliey 
may at present incur from that portion of my contemporaries 
who are called the public I am sure, my dear Lady Beau- 
mont, if you attach any importance to it, it can only be from 
an apprehension that it may affect me, upon which I have 
already set you at ease ; or from a fear that this present 
blame is ominous of their future or final destiny. If this be 
the cose, your tenderness for me betrays you. Be assured 
that the decision of these persons has nothing to do with the 
ciuestion ; they ore altogether incompetent judges. These 
people, in the senseless hurry of their idle lives, do not read 
books, they merely snatch a glance at them, tliat they may 
talk about them. And even if this were not so, never for- 
get what, I believe, was obs-.irved to you by Coleridge, that 
every great and original writer, in proportion as he is great 
or original must himself create the taste by whicli he is to be 
relished ; he must teach the art by which he is to be seen ; 
this, in a certain degree, even to all persons, however wise 
and pure may be their lives, and however unvitiated their 
taste. But for those who dip into books in order to give an 
opinion of them, or talk about them to take up an opinion — 
for this multitude of unhappy, and misguided and mis- 
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guiding beings — an entire r^eneration must be produced ; 
and if this be possible, it must be a. work of time. To con- 
clude my ears are stone-dead to this idle buzz, and my flesh 
as insensible as iron to these petty stings ; and, after all 
that I have said, I am sure yours will be the same. I 
doubt not that you will share with me an invincible conti- 
deuce that my writings (and among tbem these little poems) 
will co-operate with the benign tendencies in human nature 
and society, wherever found ; and that they will, in their 
degree, be efficacious in making men wiser, better, and 
happier, FarewelL I will not apologise for this letter, 
though its length demands an apology. — Believe me, eagerly 
wishing for the happy day when I shall see you and Sir 
George here, most affectionately yours, 

W. Wordsworth." 

Tills letter was evidently written shortly before Words- 
worth went up to London with Mrs Wordsworth for a month 
in the spring of 1807- They returned to Coleorton with Sir 
Walter Scott ; and shortly after their return Wordsworth 
wrote thus to Sir Geoi^ : — 

1807. • 

" My Dear Sm George, — I am quite delighted to hear of 
your picture for Peter Bdl ; I was much pleased with the 
sketch, and I have no doubt that the picture will surpass it 
as Ear as a picture ought to do. I long much to see it. I 
should approve of any engraver approved by you. But 
1 remember that no poem of mine will ever be popular ; and 
I am afraid that the sale of 'Peter' would not carry the 
expense of the engraving, and that the poem, in the estima- 
tion of the public, would be a weight upon the print. I say 
not this in modest disparagement of the poem, but in sorrow 
for the sickly taste of the public in verse. The people would i 
love the poem of Peter Bdl, but the public (a very different > 
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being) will never love it. Thanks for dear Lady Beaumont's 
tnuiscript from your friend's letter; it is written with 
candour, but I must say a word or two not in praise of it. 
' Inst^inces of what I mean,' says your friend, ' are to be 
found in a poem on a Daisy ' (by the by, it is on the Daisy, 
a mighty difiference !) ' and on Daffodils rejlected in (he 
Water.' Is this accurately described by Lady Beaumont ? 
If it be, what shall we think of criticism or judgment 
founded upon, and exemplified by, a poem which must have 
been ao inattentively perused ? My language is precise ; 
and, therefore, it would be false modeaty to charge myself 
with blame. 

Beneath the treea, 
Ten thousand dancing in the bre«ie. 
The imvei betide them danced, but thej 
Outdiil the tparkling icaee* in glee. 

Can expression be more distinct? And let mo ask your 

friend how it is possible for flowers to be Ttfieded in water 

where tbere are waves f They may, indeed, in still water ; 

but the very object of my poem is the trouble or agitation, 

both of the flowers and the water. I must needs respect 

E the understanding of every one honoured by your friendship ; 

V but sincerity compels me to say that my poems must be 

I more nearly looked at, before they can give rise to any 

T remarko of much value, even from the strongest minds. 

I "With respect to tliis individual poem. Lady Beamnont will 

I recollect how Mrs Termor expressed lierself upon it. A 

I letter also was sent to me, addressed to a friend of mine, 

Land by him communicated to me, in which this identical 

l.poem was singled out for fer\-eDt approbation, What then 

I shall we say ? Why. let the poet first consult his own 

heart, as I have done, and leave the rest to posterity, — to, I 

hope, an improving posterity. The fact is, the English 

publie are at this moment in the same state of mind with 
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respect to my poenis, if small thinga may be compared with 
great, as the French are in respect to Shakespeare, and not 
the French alone, but almost the whole Continent. In short, 
in your friend's letter, I am condemned for the veiy thing 
for which I ought to have been praised, viz., that T have not 
written down to the level of superficial observers and 
unthinking minds. Everj' great poet is a teaeher : I wish 
either to be considered as a teacher, or as nothing. 

To turn to a more pleasing subject. Have you painted 
anjrthing else beside this picture from Peter Bell ? Tour 
two oil-paintings (and, indeed, everything J have of youis) 
have been much admired by the artlsta who have seen them; 
and, for our own parts, we like them better every day. 
This is the case in particular with the small picture from 
the neighbourhood of Coloorton, which indeed pleased me 
much at the first sight, but less impressed the rest of ooj 
household, who now see as many beauties in it as I i 
myself. Havill, the water-colour painter, was much plea 
with these things ; he is painting at Ambleside, and ■ 
done a view of Kydal Water, looking down upon it i 
Rydal Park, of which I should Uke to know your opiniu 
It will be exhibited in the spring, in the Water-Coloi 
Exldbition. I have purchased a black-lead pencil sketch f 
Mr Green, of Ambleside, wHch I tlunk has great mei 
the materials being uncommonly picturesque, and well put 
together. I should dearly like to have the same subject (it 
is the cottage at Glencoign, by Ullswater) treated by you. 
In the poem I have just written, you will find one situation 
which, if the work should ever become familiarly known, 
woiUd furnish as fine a subject for a picture as anytliing I 
remember in poetry, ancient or modern. I need not 
mention what it is, as wlien you read the poem you cannot 
miss it We have at last had, by the same post, two letters 
from Coleridge, long and melancholy ; and also, from 
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Keswick, an account so depressing as to the state of bis 
health, that I should have set off immediately to London, to 
3ce him, if I had not myself been conHned by indisposition. 
. . ■ Believe me, my dear Sir George, most sincerely yours, 
W. WOHDBWORTH." 

An unpnbliahed letter of Southey to Anna Seward, on 
Wordsworth and Leigh Hunt, now in the possession of Mr 
Morrison, Fonthill, contains the following — 

" December 10, 1807. 

, , . You Speak of Wordsworth's poems aa I should 
expect — fairly appreciating their defects and excellencea , 
William Wordsworth is a most extraordinary man — one 
whose powers as a poet it is not possible to overrate, and 
who will stand in the front rank of poets. It is the vice of 
his intellect to be always upon the stretch and strain — to / 
look at pileworts and daffydowndillies through the same 
telescope which he ajiplies to the moon and stars, and to 
find subject for philosophising and fine feeling, juat as D. 
Quixote did for chivalry, in every peasant and vagabond 
whom he meets. Had I been his adviser, great part of his 
last volume should have been suppressed. The storm of 
ridicule which they drew down might have been foreseen, 
and he is foolishly and even diseasedly sensible to the 
censure which he despises (like one who is flea-bitten into 
a fever). But what must that blindness of heart he wliich 
is dead to the noble poetry contained in these three 
Toliimes ! , . . Robert Southey." 

This may be the most fitting place to quote two other 
■letters of Southey's bearing on W^ordsworth'a work. 

Soon after the Jiniite Doc of Ryhtone was finished* 

* It did not stUin iu fiwii form for soidh years. In Oc:tober ISIO, 
thy Wordiworth wrote. " After this tcuik " — viz., tbree booka al The 
" be liop«s to complete The Whiti Dot." 

n. G 
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(in the winter of 1807-8), Wordsworth showed it to 
Southey ; and Southey, writing to Scott, February 1 1, 
1808, said — 

" Wordsworth has jiist completed a most masterly poem 
upon the fate of the Nortons ; two or three lines in the old 
Imllad of tlie Rising in the North gave him the hint The 
storj' affected me more deeply than I wish to be affected; 
younger readers, however, will not object to tlie depth of 
the distress, and nothing waa ever more ably treated. He is 
looking, too, for a narrative subject, pitched in a lower key.'" 

Southey recommended liim " that part of Amadis, 
wherein he appears as Beltenebros, which is what Bernardo 
Tasso had originally chosen, and which is, in itself, 
complete as could be desired." * But probably Wordsworth 
found in this, as in other instances, that he could not write 
on a suggested theme. 

To William Godwin he wrote, on the 9th of March 
1 81 1, "I cannot work iipon the su^estions of others, 
however eagerly I might have addressed myself to a subject 
if it had come to me of its own accord." 

In an unpublished letter t from Southey to Miss Seward 
of Lichfield, dated Keswick, July 4, 1808, he writes "freely 
and frankly of the impressions which Mr French's squib 
upon Wordsworth leave upon my mind. You know that I 
am not blind to W.'s faults, nor familiar as we are with 
each other, is there that kind of intimacy between us which 
would be likely in any degree to blind me. But when one 
sees a man pass by Tiniem Abbry, T/ie LeccJi^GatJwrer, Michael, 
the Simg of Brou^liam Castle, &c, and fix upon the weeds of 
the collection, and join in with the yelping pack of curs 
who are attempting to hunt him down, he cannot but feel 
that it is no mark of a generous or a good spirit. . . . That 
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t The origuutl u in the poueufon of Mr Morruoo at PonthilL 
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is the coDsequeace of the prevailing disposition to ridicule 
the defects of men o£ genius, instead of giving them the 
fair praise which they deserve ; so that those persons who 
take their opinions from others are deterred from purchasing 
the books, and the author is disheartened from laying any- 
thing more before an ungrateful generation. This is the 
case with Wordsworth : he has stopped the publication of 
his White Doc, and it is more than probable that, though he 
will continue to write as long as he lives, wliat he writes 
will be reserved for an age in which justice will be done 

It is curious to contrast Southey's verdict upon the White 

Ihe in 1808, with John Wilson's remarks to Hogg in 

I September 1815, after the poem was published: "The 

* White Doe ' is not in season ; venison is not liked in Edin- 

I burgh. It wants flavour ; a good Ettrick wether is prefer- 

; able. Wordsworth has more of the poetical character than 

my living writer, but he is not a man of first-rate intellect ; 

oius oversets him. . . . 

I Northern Highlanders do not admire Waverley, eo 

\ preonxne the South Highlanders despise Guy MamieriTig. 

\ The Westmoreland peasants think Wordsworth a fooL In 

' BoiTOwdale Southey is not known to exist. I met ten men 

at Hawick who did not think Hogg a poet, and the whole 

city of Glasgow think me a madman. So much for the 

voice of the people being the voice of God." • 

This, however, is to anticipate. 

One of the most interesting of Coleridge's letters to 
Wordsworth is an undated one, which contains a character- 
istic criticism of TJis White Doe of Eylstonc It was sent 
to Wordsworth from London in the spring of 1808. The 
Wordsworth ^tmily had commissioned Coleridge to talk over 



* Menunr of John Wilson, vol. i. pp. 199-301, 
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the subject of the publkation of the poem with the Long- 
raans. The following is part of the letter : — 

" Satvrdaif NigU. M 
... In my reperusals of the poem, it seemed always (■ 
Btrike on my feeling as well as judgment, that if there were 
tjkj serious defect, it consisted in a disproportion of the 
Accidents to the spiritual Incidents ; and, closely comieetcd 
with this, — il it be not indeed the same, that Emily is 
indeed talked of, and once appeals, but neither speaks nor 
acts, in all the first three-founhs of the poem. Then, as the 
outward interest of the poem is in favour of the old man's 
religious feelings, and the filial heroism of his band of sons, 
it seemed to require something in order to place the two 
protestant malcontents of the family in a light that made 
them beautiful as well as virtuous. In short, to express it far 
more strongly than I mean or think, in order (in the present 
anguish of my spirits) to be able to express it all, that three- 
fourths of the work is everything rather Ouai Emily. Then, 
the last — almost a separate and doubtless an exquisite poem 
— wholly of Emily. The whole of the rest, and the deliver- 
ing up of the family by Francis, I never ceased to find, not 
only comparatively heavy, but to me quite obscure as to 
Francis's motives. On the few, to whom, within my 
acquaintance, the poem has been read, either by yourself or 
me (I have, I believe, read it only at the Beaumonts'), it 
produced the same eS'ect. 

Now I have conceived two little incidents, the introduc- 
tion of which, joined to a little abridgment, and lyrical pre- 
cipitation of the last half of the third, I had thought would 
have removed this defect, so seeming to me, and bring to a 
finer balance the busijiess with the action of the tale. But 
after my receipt of your letter, concerning Lamb's censures, 
I felt my courage fail, and that what I deemed a harmoniz- 
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log would disgust you &s a materialization of the plan, and 
Appear to you like insensibility to the power of the history 
k die mind. Not that I should have shrunk back from the 
mere fear of giving transient pain, and a temporary offence, 
from the want of sympathy of feeling and coincidence of 
Ofinions. I rather envy than blame that deep interest in a 
►reduction, which is inevitable perhaps, and certainly not 
lonourable to such as feel poetry their calling and their 
taty, end which no man would find much fault with if the 
•bject, instead of a poem, were a large estate or a title. It 
ippears to me to become a foible only when the poet denies, 
ff ia unconscious of its existence, but I did not deem myself 
a such a state of mind as to entitle me to rely on my own 
pinion when opposed to yours, from the heat and bustle of 
bese disgusting lectures. 

From most of these causes I was suffering, so as not to 
Ilow me any rational confidence in my opinions when con- 
1 tiary to yours, which had been formed in cabnness and on 
long reflection. Then I received your sister's letter, stating 
the wish that I would give up the thought of proposing the 

(means of correction, and merely point out the things to be 
•torrected, which — as they could be of no great consequence 
—you might do in a day or two, and the publication of the 
poem — for the immediacy of which she expressed great 
Bimety — be no longer retarded. The merely verbal alter- 
laida did appear to me very few and trifling. From your 

letter on L , I concluded that you would not have the 

incidents and action interfered with, and therefore I sent it 

but soon retracted it, in order to note down the single 

and phrases that I disliked in the books, after the two 

s there would be time to receive your opinion of them 

Luring the printing of the two first, in which I saw nothing 

eseept the one passage we altered tc^ether, and the 
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two lines which I scratched out, because you yourself were 1 
doabtfuL Mrs Shepherd told me that she had felt them I 
exactly aa I did^namely, as interrupting the spirit of th£ 
continuous tranquil motion of the White Doe. 

However, though somewhat f^ieved by your aisteiW 
exceeding anxiety about pecuniary matters, — grieved. 
Heaven knows, for your sake and for hers, — because I 
thought it not only a decaying of genial hope and former 
light-beartedness, but as a recurrence of fears, which 
harassed you at Racedown, I could not bear to think thi 
her judgment should be in danger of warping from monq 
motives, in aflairs which concern, if not your fame, yet yotE 
thereto introductory reputation ; and which too, by expedil) 
ing or retarding the steady establishment of your claries 
rank, would affect, of courae, even your average pecuniaz; 
gains. Indeed, before my fall ... I had indulged the hop 
that, by a division of labour, you would have no occasia 
to think about ... as, with very warm and zealous patron- 
age, I was fast ripening a plan which secures from £12 i 
' ^20 a week — (the prospectus, indeed, going to the press i 
1 as Mr Sotheby and Sir G. Beaumont had read it] 
' However, on the mere possibility of a genial mood coming 
' upon me, in which I should either see the whole conduct < 
I the poem in the light in which you and she see it, or such 4 
flash of conviction concerning the excellence of my OWI 
imagined amendment as would settle me, I wrote out th 
last 200 lilies or so of the third book, and then again sent 
I it ofT, hi order that it might be advertbed as in the press, 
I about the time when I give my lecture on your system and 
I compositions, which will be, God willing ! on Friday afti 
[ next, as my first lecture on Modem Poetry is to be on nei 
I Tuesday. I cannot therefore think my ' misinterpretation "l 
I a very strange one ; but — unless when I am reading it tarn 
I and for myself — I cannot get rid of the fear that it will hfM 
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Wked of as an mutation of Walter Scott. I have such 
My experiences of what people are, and how different 
tlieir abiding thoughts, if they have any, from those which 
eren the worthiest express, and I daresay feel, when under 
the influence of some immediate sympathy. I therefore did 
Hot Bead the little preface in which my name was, because I 
know that the public are quick-witted in detecting the most 
iidden thing that can be made a topic of chit-chat scandal. 

If every one who had seen the Christabd believed, with- 
oat the least suspicion of the difference, that the metre 
was the same as that of The Lay of the Last Minstrel, they 
win and must, of course, think your metre to be the same 
' with that of The Lay of the La&t Minsird ; and then your 
referring the metre of a poem, composed since the pub- 
lication of Tlte Lay of the Last MtTtstrd, to a MS. poem, will 
d^peai strange and almost envious, if the great priority of 
i &1S. to the publication be not mentioned at the same 
; and if it be, it would then, I fear, be deemed in- 
Tidioos, and a covert attack on Scott's originality, which for 
i±he world I would not that you should be suspected of, 1 
say, but for tliis apprehension, which I am sure is not an 
absurd one, I should most deeply regret the withdrawal of 
t poem so peculiarly yours, and beyond any other in riiyme 
illustrative of your characteristic excellences, though I may 
now add that, it being not only sense, but sense that 
demands thought in the reader, and will not leave him to a 
lax free-will, that the metre being — aa you observed of 
your poems in general — rather dramatic than lyric, i.e., not 
such an arrangement of syllables, not such a metre as acts 
d priori, and with complete self-subsistence (as the simple 
anapestic in its smoothest form, or as the praise of Bacclms 
Dryden's Ode), but depending, for its beauty always, 
Land often even for its metncal existence, on the sense and 
fotaum, I have something like the same suspicion Uiat you 
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CUMtUiDed coDceming Chrislabd, how far this would J 
woald DoC be an obetAcle to its popularity. Lamb and Si 
lamb, who evidently read it — he twice through, he ! 
with no gexii*l eSbrt, no exertion from sympathy — are, for 
the very leeaon that disquaMes ihem as judges cODceming 
its true merit, no unfair speciniens of perhaps the majority 
ol re«ders o{ poetry, especially in the perusal of a new 
poask, whioh does not employ the common excitements of 
liTaly interest — namely, curiosity, and the tenor or pity 
bom imosual external eventa, and scenes, convents, dungeons, 

I b^g to be understood solely as referring to the Pvhlie, 
Mt tha PttfU, acconling to your own distinction, and this 
only for % while — and chiefly influenced by the wish, that 
two puUicAtioas should not succeed each other, both failing 
in their first goneral impression, and perliaps in some 
DttMnra by comparing: its chances of immediate sale with 
the almost certainty of the great popularity of either Peter 
Biil, or ifargartt, or even Salt^mrif Plain. God forbid that 
j-our sister sho\Ud ever cease to use her own eyes and heart, 
and only her own, in order to know how a poem ovffht to 
affect mankind ; but we must learn to see with the eyes of 
others in order to guess luckily how it will affect thenL 
I do wish her to learn this ; but then I would have 
her learn to entertain neither warm hopes, nor confident 
expectations, concerning events dependent on minds and 
hearts below the distinct ken of her sympathies. Let her 
only reflect that — even excluding the effect of routs, and 
continued personal gossip, &c. &c; yet, the great majority 
of the modem buyers of new poems read at least twenty 
whole novels of two, three, four, five volumes each for one 
poem. You have slightly mentioned this in the preface to 
the Lyrical Ballads, but it deserves to be dwelt on at 
length. , . ." 
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Two letters from Wordsworth to Walter Scott, now in 
ttie Abbotsford collection of MS3., refer both to The White 
See, to Marrnvm, and to Scott's edition of Urydeu. 

Wordsworth had asked Scott to give him any particulars 
sbont " the rising in the north," and the fate of the Norton 
bfflily, with which he was acquainted. Scott sent him 
these, whereupon Wordsworth wrote : 

"OitASHBRB, Maif 14, 1808. 
My Dear Scott, — . . . Thank you for the interesting 
particulars about the Nortons. I shall like much to see 
ttem tor their own sakes ; but so tar from being serviceable 
to my poem, they would stand in the way ot it, as I have 
followed (as I was in duty bound to do) tlie traditionary 
and common historic account. Therefore I shall say, in 
tluB case, a plague upon your industrious antic^narians, that 
wve put my fine story to confusioa" . . ■ 

Scott had sent Wordsworth a copy of MurmAon in the 
liinnier of 1808, and Wordsworth wrote to him thus 
acknowledging it : 

"OiUBUSItB, Augiat 4, 1808.* 
, . Thank you for Marmion, which I have read with 
lively pleasure. I think your end has been attained. That 
it is not in every respect the end which I should wish you 
to purpose to yourself, you will be well aware, from what you 
Imow of my notions of composition, both as to matter and 
ler. ... In the circle of my acquaintance, it aeema aa 
well liked as the Lay, though I have heard that in the world 
it is not so. Had the poem been much better than the Lay 
t could scarcely have satisfied the pubHc, which, at best, has 
too much of the monster, the moral monster, in its composi- 

* ThU letter is quoted, very imperfectly, ia Lookhart's Mtmoira (ff tht 
£i/e <tfSir WaUtr SeoU, vol. iL p. 142. 
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tion. In the notes you have quoted two lines of mine Ew* | 
memory, and your memory, admirable as it is, has h^f* ' 
failed you. The passage stands with you 

The Bwans iu (or on) svieet St Mark's Iftke. 
The proper reading is 

The mi» on ittU St Uarj'a Uke. 
I mention this in order that the correction may be made iff- 
a future edition. 

I had a peep at your edition of Dryden. I had not time 
to read the notes, which woidd have interested me much, 
namely the historical and illustrative ones ; but some of the 
critical introductions I read, and am not surprised at the 
opinions they contain, but rather surprised at them coming 
from you, who in your infancy and childhood, must hava 
had so many of the strains of Nature-Poetry resounding in 
your ears. One passage in one of your notes I was grieved 
to see ; not the language of praise applied to things which, 
according to my feelings, do not deserve it, but hard censure 
unjustly passed upon a great man, I mean Hayward, the 
dramatist Only read (not to spe^k of any of his other 
things) his Wiyman killed with kindness. There is an ex- 
quisite strain of pathos in many parts of that play, wliich 
Dryden not only was utterly incapable of producing, but of 
feeling when produced. The praise which has been given 
to Otway, Hayward is far better entitled to. He does nolj 
indeed write hke a poet, but his scenes are, many of theiSv 
as pathetic as any that have been produced since the days of 
Euripides. . . . — My dear Scott, most truly yours, 

W. WORDSWOETH." 

As I only became aware of the existence of Wordsworth's: 
MSS. at Abbotafotd after the preceding pages had g 
press, I may here insert, though slightly out of their chrono- 
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[ logical place, portions of other letters written to Scott from 



" CoLKOiiTOW, Novtmber 10, 1806. 
Mr Deab Scott, — Here I am, with my wliole family, a 
light of 160 miles south, ... for six months, about the 
J end of which time we shall return to Grasifaere, I hope to 
I iave a sight of the last primroses. Yon see therefore that 
li cannot profit by your friendly invitation to take up abode 
|lrith you for any part of the ensuing winter. 

, . Tour second copy of the Minstrel I gave away. It 

s a beautiful book, but when I wished for another copy it 

s for one of a pocket size. Any poetry which I like, I 

!i f or in that size, to which no doubt you will one day 

jnd. 

I am going to the press with a volume * which I publish 
'•ith great reluctance ; but the day when my long work will be 
finished seems further and further off. . . . It would look 
>ilce affectation if I were to say how incUfferent I am to its 
■ Present reception; but I have a true pleasure in saying to 
1 you that I put some value upon it, and hope that it will one 
I day or other be thought well of by the public By the by 
I you will not be displeased to find that you and I have (as I 
I understand) fallen upon the same subject, the melancholy 
I catastrophe of the dog in the coves of Helvellyn. What a 
■liappy day we had together there. I often think of it with 
1 delight." 

" CoLEORioK, Januaiy 20, 1807. 
Could you furnish me, by application to any of your 
I Gaelic friends, a phrase in that language which would take 
■its place in the following verse of eight syllables, and have 
I the following meaning ? — 

■ The Poemi oJ J806. 
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Leg^ ^^gkt thus did he cry, 

Lega, lega, most eagerly 

Thus did he cry, and thus did pray ; 

And what he meant was, ' Keep away, 

And leave me to myself. ' 

The above is part of a little poem which I have written 
on a Highland story told me by an eye-witness. ..." 

«• 2nd March 1807. 

... I am veiy glad to hear that Flodden Field is to be 
celebrated by you. ..." 



CHAPTER XXU. 

ALLAN BANK, AND COLERIDGE. 

Bepoke they finally left Coleorton William and Maiy 
Wordsworth went up to London for a month, in the spring 
of 1807; Dorothy remaining in Leicestershire with Sarah 
Hutchinson and the children. They went back to Coleor- 
ton in the early summer, accompanied by Sir Walter Scott ; 
and the entire household seem to have left the Midlands, 
and returned to Grasmere at the beginning of autumn, in 
the same year. I incline to think that Wordsworth visited 
the Craven district of Yorkshire, during the late summer of 
1807, on his way from Coleorton to Westmoreland. In the 
advertisement to TIte White Doe, he tells us that he visited 
the country that surrounds Bolton Abbey during that 
summer ; and it is unlikely that he went to it from Cole- 
I orton, and returned there again. Shortly after his arrival 
ftt Grasmere in autumn he went with Mrs Wordsworth on 
a visit to his birthplace, Cockermouth. 

On their return to Grasmere, Dorothy wrote to her friend 
' Mrs Marshall, who had been in Scotland, taking nearly the 
I same route as the Wordsworths did in 1803. Eeferring to 
that memorable tour she said : 



f 1807. 

We did not ascend Ben Lomond, but I would have liked 

to have done it very much ; although it is not particularly a 

I pleasure to me to see those places with which I am familiar 

\ reduced as on a map below me. I think there is no sensa- 
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tion more elevating to the heart, and to the imagination * 
than what we take in, in viewing dktant mountains, plains, 
hills, valleys, towns, or seas from some superior eminence. 
I do not wonder that you were disappointed with Glencroe, 
passing it on a sunny morning, and with expectations of 
something tremendous or terrible. It may be sublime under 
certain accidents of weather, but can never, I think, be 
tremendous or terrible ; and I think the glen itself is 
unjustly treated, when such epithets are used in describing 
it. It is a wild and solitary spot, where you fed that you are 
in Scotland ; black cattle were the only living things, except 
birds and sheep, that we saw in travelling through it. , , . 

The effect of the first view of Inveraray (in combination 
with the broad expanse of water, fishing-boats, hills, and 
distant mountains, and afterwards with the castle and 
bridges) is very impressive and beautiful. The sun was 
shining on the water when we first came in view of this 
prospect ; and it made a distinct impression upon my mind 
of festive gaiety which I shall never forget Loch Tay, 
though a very pretty place to live beside, is (except at KJIl in 
and Taymouth) an insipid scene to visit. It is greatly 
inferior in beauty to all our lakes, and not equal in grandenii^H 
I think, to the most insignificant of them. ... I camia^^l 
agree with you in admiring the cathedral at Melrose more 
than the chapel at Rosliu. As far as it goes, as a whole, 
the chapel at Rostin appeared to me to be ptrfeetion, most 
beautiful in fonn, and of entire simplicity. Melrose has no 
doubt been a much grander place ; but, as a whole, at present 
it produces little effect. The minute sculpture is excessively 
beautiful ; but oh ! how much more delight have I in the 
remembrance of Bolton in its retired valley, and the 
venerable KirkstalL . . . 

William and Mary spent twelve days at UUswater, and 
returned with Sir George and Lady Beaumont, who stayed 
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■ week at Grasmere; and two days after their departure, 
NilUaiu and Mary set forward agaiu upon a tour to Wast- 
:, Ennerdale, Whitehaven, Cocfcermowth, &c. . . . 

W. and M. have just returned (September 19th). They 
lere at Cockennouth, our native place, you know ; and the 
[ terrace walk that you have heard me speak of many a time, 
with the privet hedge, is atill full of roses, as it used to be 
thirty years ago ! Yes, I remember it for more than thirty 
jeiTs. Oh ! how the time rolls along ; yet, if it were not 
for dates, and other artificial helps to memory, I should for- 
get ihat I am not as young as when you were married, for 
I feel no bodily difference " . . . . 

Writing again to Mrs Marshall, a month later, Dorothy 
Wordsworth said: — 

" Orabiierk, October 18, 1B07. 

I cannot express how much pleasiu^ my brother has 
already received from Dr Whitaker's books, though they 
have only been two days in his possession. Almost the 
whole time he has been greedily devouring the history of 
Craven; and (what is of more importance) he has found all 
the information which he wanted for the possession of hia 
[ilan. I have great pleasure in thinking that you may 
receive gratification from the poem which William is writing. 
I will not tell you the subject of it, that you may not anticipate 
anything. In the meantime (but that is a foolish plan, for it 
may be many months before the poem he is now writing is 
finished, and many more before it is pvhlished) in the mean- 
time I have prevailed upon him to let me transcribe a short 
one, which he wrote about a month ^o, on the story of young 
Bomelli and the Strid ; which, as it may remind you of the 
day we passed together at Bolton, I hope you will read 
with pleasure," [She quotes, " What is good for a bootless 
bene ? " &c., and adds a request to Mrs M. to read this 
poem to Dr Whitaker when she sees him.] " My brother 
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has made great use of Mr Marshall's observations on plant- 
ing, with which he has been greatly pleased, as they coin- 
cide with his own previous ideas of what should he. Bb 
recommends every one to plant larches on their high rocky 
grounds, and oak, ash, &c, &c., on their richer and lo« 
grounds. . . . Lady Beaumont is very busy planting and lay! 
out the grounds at Coleorton." • 

Remaining little more than two months at Gn 
Wordsworth left Westmoreland on November 30th, i 
visit to his wife's relatives, — the Butchinsona, — at Stock- 
ton-on-Tees ; Mrs Wordsworth having gone there 
weeks pre\ioU8ly with her sister Joanna from Penrith. It 
was a sort of farewell visit, the Hutchinsons being about tfll 
leave the county of Durham. These frequent migration* 
from Grasmere show that Dove Cottage had become an 
almost uninliabi table abode for such a family. 

Writing to Lady Beaumont in the winter of 1807, 
Dorothy Wordsworth said : 

" I cannot but admire the fortitude, and wonder at tie' 
success, with which he has laboured, in that one room* 
common to all the family, to all visitors, and where tho'^ 
children freqiieutly play beside him." 

It was the want of sufhcient accommodation in Dov0 
Cottage, and his wish to be of use to Coleridge, that led h 
to move about so much at this time. 

At Stockton lie composed the half of The WJUte Doe of 
Rytslotu. They all returned to Grasmere, however, on the" 
Wednesday before Christmas 1 807. How long Wordsworth 
remained at home that winter I find it difficult to say. 

From an undated letter of Miss Wordsworth's to Lady 

■ Writing to Mrs Manhftll on the 26th July 1812, ud referring to h.w 
record of tbe toor in Scotland, Dorothy Wordsworth said, " By-the-bi^i 
it! title is not properly » Journal, or Tour, but < Jiecollcctiont of a Tour 
ScotUod.' " 



L 



ALLAN BANK AND COLERIUGE. 



JI3 



Beaumont, written, I think, early in 1808, I infer that his 
movements depended a good deal on those of Coleridge, 
le writes: 

'Pi)or Coleridge! I have deferred speaking of him to 
the last, for I have nothing good to say. We have been 
eiceedingly distressed by the two letters which we have liad 
from him, and still more by an account that came from 
Keswick ; insomuch that my brother was only prevented by 
to own illness from setting off to London. He wrote to 
Coleridge requesting an immediate answer, and also wrote to 
«!3a lAmb to desire her to go to him, and see exactly how 
1, and inform us ; and upon the nature of her answer 
**id Coleridge's, it will depend whether my brother goes to 
*Oiidon or not. Hia object will be to attend upon Coleridge 
long as he (Coleridge) is obliged to stay in London, or to 
£ that he is likely to be attended to, and to prevail upon 
L, as soon as he is at liberty, to come into the north." 
Again, on the 23ril February 1808, she wrote to Mrs 
Marshall ; — 

" We have had such alarming accounts of the state 
E our poor friend Coleridge's health, that my brother has 
Setermined to go up to London to see hira, and if he be 
rong enough, to endeavour to persuade him to return to 
Ibis country. He had engaged to deliver a course of 
BCtures at the Eoyal Institution, and having got through 
two (as we have heard from others, to the great delight of 
&B listeners) he has been obliged to give up the attempt 
He himself told us that he got through the last with the 
fear and difficulty. My brother leaves home to- 
Dorrow. . . . Our spirits are greatly depressed by this sad 
Coleridge himself thinks that he cannot live many 
months ; but we hope that he looks on the worst side of 
'iia condition, and that my brother's presence may be of 
Bervice to him." 

n. H 
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She also says in this letter that slie is anxious to seai 
the MS. of The Wiiie Doe of Ryhtont to Mrs Marshall, 
and asks her to show it to Dr Whitaker, because her brother 
is desirous to get his opinion of it before sending it to press; 
and is " anxious to push on the printing, and to correct tlie 
press himself in London." 

In a letter from Grasmere, evidently written next i 
she explains that Southey had taken the MS. of the 1 
Doe with him to Ambleside, meaning to go south by Leeds, 
and leave it with Mrs Marshall for Dr Whitaker to see, 
but that Southey went by Liverpool, and adds : — 

" William left us yesterday. Mary accompanied him to 
KendaL I went as far as Low Wood. The day waa 
delightful, warm and sunny ; the lake glittered, the birds 
sang in full concert, and we could not but be cheered at 
parting. It seemed as if the heavens looked favourably 
upon our hopes, but alas! Coleridge is very ill; yet we 
gather consolation from past experience. He has oft«n 
appeared to be dying, and has all at once recovered health 
and spirits. No doubt, however, his constitution must be 
weakened more and more by every attack. . . ." 

Wordsworth found Coleridge better than he expected. 
He was with him a good deal in London, and he also visited 
the Beaumonts at Dunmow, Essex ; but he left the Soutli 
and returned to Grasmere, either in the end of March or 
the beginning of April In April he wrote to Sir George of 
the London visit : 

" I heard Coleridge lecture twice, and he seemed to give 
great satisfaction ; hut he was not in spirits, and suffered 
much during the course of the week, both in body and 

Coleridge and I availed ourselves of your letters to 
Lawrence, and saw Mr Angersteen's picturea The day was 
VCTy unfavourable, not a gleam of sun, and the clouds were 
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^lute in disgrat'e. The great picture of Michel Angelo aud 
Sebastian pleased me more thau ever. The new Rembrandt 
hi, I think, very much hi it to admire, but still more 
to vxmder at, rather than admire. I have seen many 
pictures of Rembrandt which I should prefer to it. The 
in the depth of the Temple is far the finest part of it ; 
indeed, it is the only part of the picture which gives me verj' 
Wgb pleasure ; but that does highly please me. No doubt 
ty this time you have seen Coleridge, and probably heard 
iim lecture. I long to hear from you, aud about him, what 
yoa think of the state of his health and spirits, &c., &c 
Pray tell Lady Beaumont that I left my poem in C.'s posses- 
■ioa: so that, if she wishes to read it again, she may easily 
pwcnre it of hiin. 

We live in hope that our new house will be ready for us 
"i May. As you will guess, we are sadly cooped up here, 
particularly at this time. But how happy are we altogether 
Sgain ! If but poor Coleridge were in the right way, we 
■bould be content — in the fulness of contentment. . . . 

My heart has been so occupied since my return with my 
Mra family that I have scarcely greeted, or noticed the 
beautiful vale in which we live, and our sheltering moun- 
Uns ; but this is a pleasure to coma You vriU deem it 
Itrange, but really some of the imagery of London has, since 
Biy return hither, been more present to my mind than that 
of this noble vale. I left Coleridge at seven o'clock on Sun- 
day morning, and walked towards the city in a very thought- 
ful and melancholy state of mind, I had passed through 
Temple Bar and by St Dunstan's, noticing nothing, and 
entirely occupied with my own thoughts, when, looking up, I 
IRW before me the avenue of Fleet Street, silent, empty, and 
pore white, with a sprinkling of new-fallen snow, not a cart 
at carriage to obstruct the view, no noise, only a few aound- 
3 and dusky foot-passui^ers here aud there. You remember 
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the eleganl line of the curve of Ludgate Hill in which tiii* 
aveuue would terminate, and beyond, and towering above it, 
W83 the huge and majestic form of St Paul's, solemnised b? 
a thin veil of falling snow. I cannot say how much I w&^ 
affected at tliia nnthought-of sight in such a place, and vho-^ ■ 
a blessing I felt there is io habits of exalted imaginatio** 
My sorrow was controlled, and my uneasiness of mind — ^n< 
quieted and relieved altogether — seemed at once to rec«^ 
the gift of an anchor of security. . . ." 

The " new house," referred to in this letter, was AUail 
Bank, which the Wordsworths entered in the summer, 
where they lived for three years. Reference has been madai 
to the purchase of the Place Fell property, by the help of 
Lord Lonsdale. Wordsworth, however, preferred Grasmere 
to UUswater, doubtless from the associations of the last seven 
years, aa well as from the intrinsic beauty and variety of the 
place itself, A house had just been built under the northern 
flank of Silverhowe, to the west of Grasmere ChurcJi, and oo 
the way into Easdale, by a Liverpool merchant, who did not 

iself intend to occupy it at once. For this house Words- 
worth applied, and it was let to him, apparently sLt months 
before it was finished. He entered on possession some time in 
the summer of 1808. In the month of August of the same 
year Dorothy Wordsworth seems to have gone back to Coleor- 
ton, on a visit to the Beaumonta in their new Hall, and to have 
proceeded thence to Cambridge ; while about the same time 
William went into Wales, on a visit to Thomas Hutchinson, 
his wife's brother, who had juat removed from Stockton to 
the farm of Hindwell in Radnorshire. This was probably a 
Lshort visit, and he retimied to Allan Bank in the autumn, 
lirhen Coleridge came to be their guest, and to spend the 
Imost gart ot the winter of 1808-9. 

On the 27th of September Wordsworth wrote thus to his 

aid Eichard Sharp, Maik Lane, London : — 
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"Grasmerr, Septembtr 87. 
fFoatmark, October 8, 1B08.] 

Mt Deab Shabp, — I am mucli obliged to you for taking 
tie trouble to sead rae Mackintosh's opiniou of my poems. 
U yoQ think it worth while, tell him I was happy to have 
given a man like Ih'th bo much pleasure, especially at such 
■ distance from his own country, and in these distressful 
tiiaes. The sonnet beginning, ' Two voices are there,' you 
*il] remember is the one which I mentioned to you as 
>eiiig the best I had written. . . . 

Two subjects are likely to be discussed in Parhament 
»i which I feel interested. The one, lotteries, in which I 
l:3iDw you will bear a part, and which is surely of iutinlte 
EkDportance, and the other, copyright of authors. I am told 
Lftt it is proposed to extend the right from fourteen years, 
I it now stands, after the decease of authors, till twenty- 
bight. This I think far too short a period ; at least I am 
Sure that it requires much more than that length of time to 
establish the reputation of original productions, both in 
philosophy and poetry, and to bring them consequently into 
BQch circulation that the authors, in the persons of their 
lieirs or posterity, can in any degree be benefited — I mean 
■in a pecuniary point of view— for the trouble they must 
^■have taken to produce the works. The law, as it now 
stands, merely consults the interest of the useful drudges in 
literature, or of flimsy and shallow writers, whose works are 
npon a level with the taste and knowledge of the £^e ; while 
men of real power, who go before their age, are deprived of 
all hope of their families being benefited by their exertions. 
Take, for instance, in philosophy, Hartley's book upon Man. 
How many years did it sleep in almost entire obhvion ? 
What sale had Collins' Poems during his Hfetime, or during 
the fourteen years after his death ; and how great has been 
the sale since ? The product of it, if secured to hia family, 
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would have been an independence to them. Take a still 
stronger instance, but this you may say proTea too much, I 
mean Milton's Minor Poems. It is nearly two hundred 
years since they were published, yet they were utterly 
neglected till within these last thirty years ; notwithstand- 
ing they had, since the beginning of the past century, the 
reputation of Paradise Lost to draw attention towards 
them. Suppose that Bums or Cowper had left at their 
deaths each a child a few months old, a daughter for 
example, is it reasonable that those children, at the age of 
twenty-eight, should cease to derive benefit from their 
father's works, when every bookseller in the country is 
profiting by them ? I merely remind you of these things, 
which cannot but have passed through your active mind. 
If you can be of any service to literature in this case, I 
know you will not let slip the opportunity. . . . — I 
remain, dear Sharp, yours very sincerely, 

W. Wordsworth. 
We are all here cut to the heart by the conduct of Sit 
Hew and his brother knight in Portugal. For myself, I 
have not suffered so much upon any public occasion these 
many yeara" 

Before passing to the somewhat eventful winter of 1808-9 
we may go back for a few months, to recover one or two frag- 
ments of Dorothy Wordsworth's that might otherwise be lost 
Before they left Dove Cottage, she described the weather 
of that Christmas time aa excessively severe. 

" The trees, hedges, and every blade of grass or withered 

Ik having been covered as thick with hoar frost, all 

hrough, for many days together (in spite of sunshine 

)Iue sky), as ever I have seen them covered with 

after a heavy snow shower ; and the appearance waa 

ely beautiful. 1 could not but think that, during 
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tiie whole eight years of our residence, we had never before 
these mountain vales in the full possession of their 
ftculiar grandeur and power over the imagination. The 
lakes were firm ice, as clear as crystal" 

Of her visit to Cambridge in August, she wrote thus — 
"... We reached Cambridge at half -past nine. In our 
way to the inn we stopped at the gate of St John's College, 
to set down one of our passengers, The stopping of the 
carriage roused me from a sleepy musing, and I was awe- 
stricken with the solemnity of the old gateway, and the Hght 
from a great distance within streaming along the pavement. 
When they told me that it was the entrance to 8t John's 
College, I was still more affected by the gloomy yet beautiful 
sight before me ; for I thought of my dearest brother, in his 
youthful days, passing through that gateway to his home ; 
.and I could have believed that I saw him there even then, 
I had seen him in the first year of his residence. I met 
with Mr Clarkson at the inn, and was, you may believe, 
rejoiced to hear his voice at the coach door. We supped 
together, and immediately after supper I went to bed, and 
slept well ; and at eight o'clock the next morning went to 
Trinity Chapel. Tliere I stood for many minutes in silence 
before the statue of Newton, while the organ sounded, I 
never saw a statue that gave me one-hundredth part so much 
pleasure — but pleasure, that is not the word : it is a sublime 
sensation, in harmony with sentiments of devotion to the 
Divine Being, and reverence for the holy places where He 
is worshipped. We walked in the groves all the morning, 
and viaited the Colleges, I sought out a favourite ash-tree, 
which my brother speaks of in his poem on his own hfe — a 
tree covered with ivy. We dined with a fellow of Peter- 
bouse in his rooms ; and after dinner I went to King's 
College ChapeL There, and everywhere else at Cambridge, 
I was even much more impressed with the effect of the 
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bandings Uxut I bad been fonnetly; and I do believe 
chat this power of receiving an enlarged enjoyment from 
the si^t of boildii^ is one of the privileges of our latter 
years. . . ." 

From the letter which follows it will be seen that Allan 
Bank at first proved a worse residence than Dove Cottage 
To her friend Urs MaisboU Dorothy wrote on the 4tb 
Deoember 1308: — 

" We have grievoos doubles to straggle with. A smoky 
hotise, wet cellars, and workmen by the half dozen maki ng 
attempts (hitherto unsaccessful) to remedy these evils. We 
are making one effort more ; and, if that end as heretofore, 
we shall be reduced to the miserable necessity of quitting 
Grasmere ; for this honse is at present literally not habit- 
able, and there is no other in the Vale. You can have no 
idea of the inconvenience we bave suffered. There was one 
stormy day in which we could have no fire but in my 
brother's study, and that chimney smoked so much that we 
were obliged to go to bed. We cooked in the study. . . . 
Partly ou account of smoke and windy weather, and partly 
because of the workmen, we have been for more than a week 
together at different times vrithout a kitchen fire. The 
ser\'aut3, you may be sure, have been miserable ; and we 
have had far too much labour, and far too little quiet. . . . 
At the time of the great storm, Mrs Coleridge and her little 
girl were here, and Mr Coleridge is with us constantly ; so 
you will make out that we were a pretty large family to 
provide for in such a manner. Mr Coleridge and his wife 
are separated ; and I hope they will both be the happier for 
it. They are upon friendly terras, and occasionally see each 
other. In fact Mrs Coleridge was more than a week at 
Grasmere under the same roof with him. Coleridge intends 
I fn spend the winter willi us. On this side of the paper you 
L the Prospectus of a work which he is going to 
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>uideita]ce ; and I have little doubt but that it will be well 
eiecat«d if his health does not fail him ; but on that score 
(though he is well at present) I have many fears. 

My brother ia deeply engaged writing a pamphlet upon 
the Convention of Cmtra, an event which has interested Mm 
more than words can express. Kis first and his last 
thoughts are of Spain and PortugoL" 

Details as to Coleridge's residence at Allan Bank and the 

publication of The Friend will doubtless be given more fully 

in the forthcoming Memoir of him by his grandson than 

thej can be in these pages. It may suffice to mention the 

tsct that the work was written (or rather composed and 

toated by him) during the years 1809-10, Miss Sarah 

Hiitchinaon being the scribe — the " Lady " to whom De- 

Mion ; an Ode. and other poems, were afterwards inscribed. 

tt waa printed at Penrith. The fir^t number appeared on the 

Iflt of June 1809; and the last on the 25th of March 

'SIO. The exact date of Coleridge's arrival at Allan Bank 

^ have not been able to discover;* but, on the 17th Decem- 

*^t 1808, he wrote to Sir George Beaumont that if his 

*lealth and spirits continued what they had been since his 

^tum to Grasmere, he should not have said unmeaningly to 

lis friends, " Decide on my moral and intellectual character 

from the products of the year 1809." In the same letter he 

goes on to give an account of his new project. 

" I have received promises of contributions from writers 
of high reputation ; and for myself, I consider TM Friend as 
the main pipe, from which 1 shall play off the whole 
accumulation and reservoir of my head and heart. And 
truly, as I said to a correspondent, it is high time. Hitherto 
I have laid my eggs with ostrich carefulness, and ostrich-like 

* He wu with the Wordaworths Kt the begiBciiig of Septembor 1808. 
He cerUinly ipentthe month of Juiu^ry I800it Keiwick, bat hecontiiiiud 
to livs at Allu Bank antil the atoppage of The Friead. 
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oblivion. The greater part have been crushed under foot : 
but 3ome have crawled into light to furnish feathers for 
other men's caps, aud not a few to plume the shafts in the-l 
quivers of calumny. Henceforward — 

* Et nos tela, pater, ferrum que baud debile dextra 
SpargimuB : et noatro sequitur de vulnere sanguis.' ' 

The, Frieiid was foredoomed to failure, just as The Wc 
man had been, and as were the subsequent London lect 
of Samuel Taylor Coleridge. From the first, both Woi 
worth and Southey were against its publication. "For 
literary news of these mountains," wrote Southey, in July 
1809, "Heaven knows when you will see another number 
of The Frievd. To me and Wordsworth it is a sore grief, 
and earnestly did we wish that you might never see the 
first." In December, however, Southey wrote, " Coleridge 
has pliantly refuted my expectations regarding The Fric/ul." 
The work lingered on till its twenty-eighth number, 
Wordsworth contributed to Nos. 17, 20, and 25. To the 
last of these (which appeared on the 22nd February 1810) 
he gave two Epitaphs, which he had translated from 
Chiabrera, and followed them by an " Essay upon Epitaphs.' 
Of this essay Dorothy Wordsworth wrote : 

" The essay of this week is by my brother. He did q< 
intend it to be published now ; but Coleridge was in sncll 
bad spirits that when the time came he was utterly unpro- 
vided, and besides had been put out of his regular course by 
waiting for books to consult respecting Duty ; so my 
brother's essay, being ready, was sent off. William re- 
quested Coleridge to proffer an apology for the breach of 
Ms promise ; but he was, I believe, too languid even to make 
this exertion ; . . . and here I must observe that we have 
often cautioned Coleridge against making promises, which, 
even if performed, are of no service, and if broken must be 
of great dia-service." 
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A letter of Southey's to John Eickman, written five years 
before this date, casts so much light on Coleridge's character, 
that it may precede a somewhat similar one from Words- 
worth to Poole, written iu 1809. 

" Kbbwick, March 30, 1801. 

Mv Dear Eickman, — . . . You are in great measure 

right about Coleridge ; he is worse iu body than you seem 

to believe, but the main cause lies in his own management 

of himself, or rather want of management His mind is in 

perpetual St Vitue's dance — etemaJ activity without 
action. At times he feels mortified that he should have 
done so little ; but this feeling never produces any exertion. 
I will begin to-morrow, he says, and thus he has been all 
iaa lite long, letting to-day ahp. He has had no heavy 
csalamities in life, and so contrives to be miserable about 
trifes. Poor fellow ! there is no one thing wliich gives me 
BO much pain as the witnessing such a waste of unequalled 
power. I knew but one man resembling him, save that with 
e<^ual genius, he was actually a vicious man. . . . This will 
not be the case with Coleridge ; the disjecta incmhra will be 
found if he does not die early: but having so much to do, 
80 many errors to weed out of the world which he is capable 
of eradicating, if he does die without doing his work, it 
vould half break my heart, for no human being has had 

»re t^ents allotted, 

Wordsworth will do better, and leave behind him a 
^imme unique in his way ; he will rank among the very first 
poets, and probably possesses a mass of merits superior to 
all, except only Shakespeare, Tliis ia doing much, yet 
would he be a happier man if he did more. . . . — Vale t 

R. S." • 



* Tht Life and CorretpondeiKe qfSobert Soulhe^, vol. ii. pp. 277-278. 
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Wordaworth's letter to Poole o£ Nether Stowey shows a 
very remarkable insight into, and power of analysis of 
character. It is an admirable letter, and there is in it a 
consciousness of strength and inner rectitude, free from the 
slightest taint of Pharisaism. It was written sometime in 
May 18 

"... I have yet another and tai more important r 
for writing to you ; connected, as no doubt you will gues 
with Coleridge, I am sorry to say that nothing appears t 
me more desirable than that his periodical Essay ahoold^ 
never commenca It is, in fact, impossible, utterly im- 
possible, that he should carry it on ; and, therefore, better 
never begin it, far better, and if begun, the sooner it stopa, 
also the better — the less will be the loss and not greater 
the disgrace. You will consider me as speaking to you 

Inow under a strong sense of duty, from a wish to save yoa 
from anxiety and disappointment ; and from a further and 
still stronger wish that, aa one of Coleridge's nearest 
and dearest friends, you should take into most serioua 
consideration his condition, above all with reference to 
his children, I give it to you aa my deliberate opinion, 
founded upon proofs which have been strengthening for 
years, that he neither will nor can execute anything of 
important benefit either to himself, his family, or mankind. 
Neither his talents nor hia genius, mighty as they are, nor 
his vast information will avail him anything ; they are all 
frustrated by a derangement in his intellectual and moral 
constitution. In fact, he has no voluntary power of mind 
whatsoever, nor is he capable of acting under any coTistraini 
duty or moral obligation. Do not suppose that I mean 
lay from this that Tlie lYimd may not appear. It may, 
u it cannot go on for any length of time. I am sure it 



* The pMtmftrk ihowi that the letter was Mat fnm Ketwtok. 
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cannot. C, I understand, has been three weeks at Penrith, 
whither he went to superintend the publication, and has 
since never been heard of (save once, on his first arrival), 
though frequently written to. I shall say no more at 
present, but I do earnestly wish that you would come down 
hither this summer in order that something may be arranged 
respecting his children, in case of his death, and also during 
his Utetima I must add, however, that it answers no 
purpose to advise or to remonstrate with him, or to repre- 
Bent to bim the propriety of going on or desisting. The 
I disease of his mind is that he perpetually looks out of him- 
I self for those obstacles to his utility which exist only in 
I himself. I am sure that if any friend whom he values 
I were, in consequence of such a conviction as I have ex- 
pressed, to advise him to drop his work, he would immedi- 
■ Rlely ascribe the failure to the damp thrown upon his 
spirits by this interference. Therefore in tliis way nothing 
can be done, nor by encouraging him to attempt anything 
else — he would catch eagerly, perhaps, at the advice — and 
would be involved in new plans, new procrastination, and 
new expenses. — I am, dear Poole, most sincerely yours, 

W. WORDSWOETH." 




Perhaps the most important work which Wordswortll 
wrote at Allan Bank was hia essay on 7V(« GonveTUwn of 
Cintra. This esaay is interesting, not so much from the 
particular opinions advanced in it in reference to the Con- 
vention, as from the light it casta on the moral judgment 
which Wordsworth formed on the political events of hi3 
day, and the wide and clear range of his vision into the 
principles which underlie party straggles and national 
rivalries, A study of tliis essay — and it deserves to be 
studied, not only for the wisdom it contains, but for the 
I splendour of its form — will dispel the notion that Words- 
worth was a mere recluse student of Nature, little interested 
in human affairs and the aspirations of oppressed nationalities. 
It was from a certain vantage ground, as a dweller amid the 
mountains away from the strife of parties, that he was besfci 
able to judge of these things. 

Here, miglitj Nature 1 in thii school sublime, 
I view the hopes and feara of struggling Spain. 

To Miss Fenwick he said : " It would not be easy to 
conceive with what a depth of feeling I entered into the 
struggle carried on by the Spaniards for their deliverance 
from the usurped power of the French. Many times have 
I gone from Allan Bank in Grasmere Vale, where we were 
then residing, to the Eaise-Gap, as it is called, so late as 
two o'clock in the morning, to meet the carrier bringing 
the newspaper from Keswick, Imperfect traces of the stata 
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mind in which I then was may be found in my tract 
the Convention of Cintra, as well as in the Sonnets 
dicatai to Ziberti/." 
The facta were briefly these. Sir Aithur Wellesley had 
^ drfeated the French at Vimiera, who had fallen back on 
» Vedras and Lisbon. They were completely iii the 
r of the English, and Sir Hew Dalrymple was preparing 
up the advantage ; when the French, seeing that 
' their case was hopeless, agreed to leave the country, pro- 
(i they were allowed to land safely on the French coast, 
f without loss either of arms or effects. A Convention to 
I this effect was agreed to. and signed at Cintra. When it 
I became known, the indignation in England was so great 



that newspapers appeared with toourning borders, and the 
I -Minigtrj- of the day were compelled to try the generals who 
I *'*d agreed to it by court martiaL They were, however, 
l*^iutted. It seems to me that, although the collapse of 
B"*^'4Dce at that time might have crippled its ambition, and 
i "Sought Napoleon's career of aggrandisement to a speedier 
l«03e, it was undoubtedly a good thing for England and 
I **«» Allies, to be saved from the necessity of a protracted 
I struggle, which would otherwise have undoubtedly gone on 
** Spain. 

In writing to Ms friend Wrangbam from Workington, on 
the 3rd April 1809, Wordsworth said: "Though I began 
to publish in a newspaper, viz.. The Courier, an accidental 
loaa of two or three sheets of the manuscript prevented me 
from going on in that mode of publication after two sections 
had appeared. The Pamphlet will be out in less than a 
fortnight, entitled, at full length, ' Concerning the relations 
of Great Britain, Spain, and Portugal, to each other, and to 
the common enemy at this crisis, and specifically as affected 
by the Convention of Cintra ; the whole brought to the test 
of those principles by which alone the independence and 
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freedom of nations can be preserved or recovered.' 
is less a Title than a Table of Contents." 

He spoke of the wriling of this pamphlet, however, as s 
debt which he owed to his country. It was published 
anonymously. What Southey, Coleridge, and Lamh said of 
this pamphlet is noteworthy. The latter, writing to Cole- 
ridge, 30th October 1809, said; "Its power over me was 
like that which Milton's pamphlets must have had on bis 
contemporaries, who were tuned to them. What a piece of 
prose ! Do you hear if it is read at all ? I am out of the 
world of readers. I hate all that do read, for they read 
nothing but renews and new books. I gather mj-self up 
into the old things." We may connect Lamb's opinion of 
Wordsworth's prose with Coleridge's remark in The Friend * : 
" Quern quoties lego, non verba mihj videor audire, 
tonitrua." 

Canning said of the pamphlet that he regarded it as the 
most eloquent production since the time of Burke. But it 
certAinly did not arouse any enthusiasm when it appeared. 
Its publication was unforttmately delayed, till general in- 
terest in the event it discussed had given place to interest 
in others that were more esciting in the sphere of European 
politics at that time. Wordsworth, however, discussed the 
bearing of the Convention, on the underlying and enduring 
principles of right and wrong in international quarrels. In 
the letter to Wrangham, he said be had begun to publish 
his opinion on the subject in a series of letters in The 
Courier newspaper. 

I have lately received, through the kindness of Miss 
Stuart, the daughter of the editor of The Co^iricr, copies of 
unpublished letters of Wordsworth to her father. If these 
letters, of which I give extracts, are somewhat pessimistia 
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in tendency, they show the underlying purpose of the writer, 
even better than the long letter to Geneitd Paaley, which 
the Bishop of Lincohi published in his Uncle's Menunr in 
.1851, The following are extracts : — 

" Feliruary 9, 1809. 
Never did any public event cause in my mind so 
mnch sorrow as the Convention of Ciutra, both on account 
of the Spaniards and Portuguese, and on our own. Every 
good and intelligent man of my friends or acquaintance has 
been in his turn agitated and afflicted by it. 

What you say upon Wellesley as to the French being 
tntitied to such terms, is exactly in its spirit what I had 
marked down upon the subject. . . . Buonaparte may 
tsther be said to inflict upon than to propose terms to his 
adversaries. 

Of Moore I know nothing further than that his forward 
movement is unaccountable, and that his retreat appears to 
have been very disorderly, and that Dalrymple has told us 
he approved of the Convention. If this be true, he was 
either a fool or a rascal, or both. Moore in his person was, 
I believe, a thoroughly brave man. If the Ministry do not 
mean to give up the Spaniards, wliich I suspect with you, 
they ought to be execrated to the latest posterity. ... I 
have many apologies to make in having been so dilatory in 
sending off copy. . . ■ But I cannot bear much confine- 
ment, and have many interruptions, and take little pleasure 
in composing, and penmanship is to me unendurable. . . ." 

"MarchZl, 1809. 

Yesterday I sent off the last sheets of the pamphlet. . . . 

FAs I found the public mind so completely engrossed with 

I the Duke of York, I thought it better to avail myself of 

I that opportunity to add general matter to flie pamphlet 

11. I 
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concerning the hopes of the Spaniards, and the principles of 
the contest, so that, from the proportion of space which it 
occupied in the work, the Convention of Cintra might fairly 
appear — what in truth it is in my mind — an action dwelt 
upon only for the sake of illustrating principles, with a 
view to promote liberty and good policy, in the manner in 
which an anatomist illustrates the laws of organic life from 
a human subject placed before him and his audience. 

I confess I have no hopes of the thing making any 
impression. The style of thinking and feeling is so little 
in the spirit of the age. This country is, in fact, fallen as 
low in point of moral philosophy (and of course political) 
as it is possible for any country to fall We should have 
far better books circulated among us, if we were as 
thoroughly enslaved as the Romans under their Emperors. 
Witness the state of literature in Germany till within these 
two or three yeaw, when it has been overrun by the French. 
The voice of reason and nature was uttered and listened to 
under the Prussian despotism, and in the Courts of the 
Princeliugs, But books will do nothing of tliemselves, nor 
institutions without books. Two things are absolutely 
wanted in this country : a thorough reform in Parliament 
and a new course of education, which must be preceded by 
some genuine philosophical writings from some quarter or 
other, to teach the principles upon which that education 
should be grounded. We have in our language better Books 
than exist in any other, and in our land better Institutions ; 
but the one nobody reads, and the others are fallen into 
disorder and decay. . . ." 

" AprU 26, 1809. 



Before I quit this subject, do let me entreat of you 
to omit uo opportunity, in the Courier or otherwise, to 
e^Jwrt this country to he true to the Spaniards iu their 
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itruggles, as they have been, and wUl be found, true to 
Buonaparte cannot have lost less than 140 
r 150 thoQsand men already in Spain. A man must know 
little of human uature who despairs of the cause because 
Hie country is overrun, or because tlie Spaniards cannot 
at the French yet iu pitched battlea. ... I wish to con- 
with you upon the military defence of our own 
Bountry, and to lay before you my reasons for believing that 
sothitig has yet been done towards it (I mean in the 
ftrningenients concerning the Volunteers, local militia, &c,), 
which is not far worse than useless. We are, in fact, 
20 everything but our fleet, leaning upon broken reeds, and 
3 (as has been apprehended by some wise men) 
deeping upon gunpowder. . . . 

How strange that I should have so expressed myself as to 
lead you to beUeve that I meant to lay it down as a general 
position, that freedom of discussion coidd exist under arbi- 
trary governments — or under auy raodilication of them, could 
; for any good purpose. In the comparison which I 
e between our own and other countries, I did not mean 
bo say any more than this, which might both be concluded 
k priori, and has been proved by fact, viz. : — that under 
krbitrary governments, which have been long established in / 
franquiility, and are confident of their ovm security, works of 
jold disquisition, both in religion, morals, and politics, have 
ieen permitted to see the light ; and, what is of more con- 
sequence, have been generally read, though not to any good 
purpose. And the reason is plain — because under such 
^governments, in such circumstances, opinions excite no alarm 
HMBther to the governors, or among any part of the governed ; 
Hthere being no probable connection between opinion and 
action. Whereas, in a country like ours, where we have a 
considerable portion of practical liberty, not only in the 
government afraid of opinions differing from those on which 
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its own Btreiigth is founded ; but likewise there takes place 
another intolerance, still more to be deprecated, in the minds 
of large bodies of the community, who set their faces against 
everything that appears which is not in matter and maimer 
perfectly orthodox, from the apprehension that, if such 
notions gain ground a course of acdoit will follow, and iheir 
privileges, or at least their tranquillity, he sacrificed. Hence 
for the most part such books only are written as flatter 
existing prejudice and ignorance ; or, if others be produced, 
they are cried out against at first, and finally neglected. 
Ton will remember that I positively said in my letter that 
books avail nothing without institutions, that is, of course, 
institutions of civil liberty. I am sure that on these points 
not the smallest difference would exist between us, if we 
had an opportunity of sifting thoroughly each other's 
thoughts. ..." 

"ifajSS, 1809. 



If we, who wish for a temperate reform, are utterly 
reject all assistance from all those who do not think exactly 
as we do, how is it to be attained ? For my part I see no 
party with whom, in regard to tliis measure, I could act 
with entire approbation of their views, but I should be glad 
to receive assistance from any. ... I do not think the 
reform will ever be effected, unless the people take it up ; 
and if the people do stir, it can only be by public meet- 
ings. It is natural that in meetings of tliis kind the most 
violent men should be the most applauded, but I do not see 
that it necessarily follows that their words will be realised 
in action. The misfortune of this question of reform is that 
the oue party sees notliing in it but dangers, the other 
nothing but hopes and promises. For my part, I think the 
dangers and difficulties great, but not insurmountable, 
whereas, if there be not a reform, tlie destruction of the 
liberties of the country is inevitable. ..." 
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" May 31, 1809. 

My Dear Sir, — ^I leam from a letter received last night 
from Mr De Quincey that the book has been lying now ten 
days at the printers', finished ; and is probably still unpub- 
lished. With great sorrow I have perceived that this has 
been owing to your not having been apprized that the 
printing was dona Mr De Quincey having been satisfied 
by the printer's assurance made to him that you had been 
informed when the sheets were going to be struck off; but 
at the same time he tells us that they did not wait for your 
answer. Therefore when the printers had shown themselves 
»o inattentive to their promise to you, viz., that the sheets 
"were not to be struck off till you had examined them, what 
'proof had Mr De Quincey that this message was sent? 
Much less that you had received it ? But it avails nothing 
to find fault, especially with one who has taken such pains 
(according to the best of his judgment) to forward this 
business. That he has failed is too clear, and not without 
great blame on his own part (being a man of great abilities 
aud the best feelings, but, as I have found, not fitted for 
smooth and speedy progress in business.) I learn that the 
sheets, as I have said, were struck off without your having 
an opportimity to ascertain whether they contained anything 
hbellous. This has angered me much, as it is an act of 
great disrespect to you, and may prove of most serious injury 
to me. In fact, if I were superstitious, I should deem that 
there was a fatality attending this my first essay in politics. 
I have kept my temper till last night, but I must say that 
Mr De Quincey's letter of last night ruffled me not a little. 

I hope you did not take ill my freedom with respect to 
the late conduct of The Courier, I spoke from the best 
motives." 

The following two letters from Wordsworth to Thomas 
Poole of Nether Stowey, refer mainly to the Convention of 



1S4 UVB OF WORDSWOBTH. 

CSntra, bat his »llositms to The Friend are alao intereatiiig. 
Tbe first was writtea hotn Alkn Bank. 

"OftASHEBK. 3CKAK KuiSU., Ifarrh 30 [1809]. 

Ueas Poole, — Fmdmg — what indeed I might without 
such proof have been sure of — from a letter of yours to 
Coleridge that the Coaventioo of Cintra has excited in your 
mind the same sensations as in my own, I write this to let 
you know that I have just sent off to the press the last 
sheets of a tract [He gives the long title in fulL] Long- 
man is the publisher, and I have given my name. You will 
get it as cheap as I could have sent ii down to you. If 
when yoii have read you should think the circulation of the 
tract would be of service, I know you will promote it. I 
speak this not from any paltry consideration of gain, for I 
do not expect a farthing from it, nor even wish for the least 
emolument of that kind ; but for truth's sake and liberty'i 
I should be happy to receive any observations or eluci< 
tions which it may suggest to you, I suppose it will be 
in less than a fortnight 

Coleridge has not been here tliis month. He is now 
Keswick, having had a great deal of trouble about arrai^ing 
the publication of his Friend. How comes it that we never 
see you down here ? It is not far for a wealthy bachelor 
to travel Let next summer bring you down. I cannot 
say that Coleridge has been managing himself well, and 
therefore I would not have you be disappointed if The 
FriauJ. should not last long ; but do not hint a word of tliis 
to anybody, as anything of that kind, should it come to his 
ears, would completely dash him. But I must say to yon, 
to prevent mortification on your part, that I have not much 
hope, 

I should be most happy to see Alfoxden, Stowey, an) 
the Quantock Hills and Coombs once more before I close 
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«7es ; bot Poetry, you know well, and Patriotism are not 
znines very affluent in gold ore. At least I do not find 
them sa Riches, it has often been said, have wings. Of 
that I seldom think ; but sometimes I do think and feel 
that they give wings, and that the gift has not found its 
way to me ; else assuredly you would have seen me under 
your roof before tlila time. I mention this partly as matter 
of regret and partly as good-natured reproach to you, whose 
shoulders are well flecked and furnished, for having never 
thought it worlli while to fly so far as these mountains. 
But I am scribbling so wretchedly that you will be unable 
to read ; therefore, to save you any further vexation, I con- 
clude. — Your affectionate friend, 

William Wordsworth. 

If you were n married man I should tell you that I have 
va excellent wife, and four fine children ; but you are above 
these luxuries, as a friend of mine once called them in my 
hearing ; saying tliat he could not afford to give in to such 
things, and the rogue meanwhile had pictures and prints in 
his house to the amount of tea thousand pounds. My 
sister is well, and begs to be most kindly remembered to. 
you. Do not forget to mention my name to Ward, as one 
who often has the image of what he was eleven years ago 
before his eyes. God bless you ! " 

The second letter to Poole was written from Keswick 
evidently on the 31st May 1809. 

" Mv Dear Poole, — Before I wrote my last letter to you, 
the last sheet of my pamphlet was sent off to the printer, 
since which time I have not altered a word in it, or added 
one ; judge, then, when I say that at that time one hundred 
pages were printed off', how I must have been used ! In 
lact, my patience is completely wearied out. I will explain 
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to you tte mysterj- as far as I can. Mr De Qiiincey, some 
time before I have mentioned, took his departure from my 
house to London, and, in order to save time and expense, I 
begged that, instead of sending the sheets down to me to be 
corrected, they should be transferred directly to him Etff 
that purpose ; and I detomiined to send the remaining 
portions of the MSS. to him as they were finished, to be by 
Mm transmitted to the press. This was a most unfortunate 
resolution ; for at the same time as the subject of punctua- 
tion in prose was one to whicli I had never attended, and 
had, of course, settled no scheme of it in my own mind. I 
deputed that office to Mr De Quincey^ ffinc illm latrynue! 
He bad been so scnipuloua with the compositor in having 
his own plan rigorously followed to an iota, that the man 
took the pet, and whole weeks elapsed without the books 
advancing a step. And, as if there was some fatality 
attending it, now that it has been entirely printed ofif full 
ten days, I have reason to believe it is not published. And 
this owing to the printer (I conceive) having neglected to 
inform Mr Stuart that the printing was finished ; Mr Stuart 
having undertaken to advertise and have it published. So 
that the pamphlet has been lying ten days (and ten days at 
this season and after so long delay !) like a ship on a dry 
dock. Now is not this provoking ? But I write the 
account to you, not for sympathy, but to clear myself from 
any imputation of indolence and procrastination which 
otherwise you would be justified in throwing upon me. 
My hands, in fact, have been completely tied. I should the 
less have regretted the late appearance of the work if I had 
been at liberty to employ the time in adding to its value, 
but in fact I expected its appearance every day. I aban- 
doned every thought of the kind. But I must take up 
with the old proverb, ' What cannot be cured must be 
endured ! ' The pamphlet was sent off to me ten da^a 
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ago, and the world may perhaps not see it these ten 
weeks ! " 

Southey's opinion of the pamphlet was expressed unre- 
servedly in a characteristic letter to Sir Walter Scott.* 

" Keswick, July 30, 1809. 

My Dear Scott, — Wordsworth's pamphlet will fail of 
producing any general effect, because the sentences are long 
and involved ; and his friend, De Quincey, who corrected 
the press, has rendered them more obscure by an imusual 
system of punctuation. This fault will outweigh all its 
merits. The public never can like anything which they 
feel it difficult to understand. ... I impute Wordsworth's 
want of perspicuity to two causes — his admiration of 
Milton's prose, and his habit of dictating instead of writing : 
if he were his own scribe, his eye would tell him where to 
stop ; but, in dictating, his own thoughts are to himself 
familiarly intelligible, and he goes on, unconscious either of 
the length of the sentence, or the difficulty a common reader 
must necessarily find in following its meaning to the end, 
and unravelling all its involutions. . . . — Yours very truly, 

Robert Southey." 

In the long letter, or rather essay, which Wordsworth 
addressed to General (then Captain) Pasley, of the Eoyal 
Engineers, in March 1811, he developed the principles of 
his pamphlet still further. This letter will be found in full 
in the Memoirs, vol. i., pp. 406-420. One or two passages 
may be extracted. The prescience it displays in reference 
to Italian and German unity, and the new balance of power 
in Europe, is noteworthy. It is, in some respects, the most 
remarkable letter Wordsworth ever wrote. 

" I am of your mind, that we ought not to make peace 



• L\fe and Corrtaptyiidenct of Rohert Southey, vol. iii. pp. 246-247. 
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with France, on any account, till she is haimliated, and her 
power brought within reasonable bounds. It is our duty 
and our interest to be st war with ber ; but I do not think 
with you, that a state of peace would give to France that 
superiority which you seem so clearly to foresee. 

Now, when I look at the conditiou of our country, and 
compare it with that of France, and reflect upon tbe length 
of the time, and the -infinite combination of favourable cir- 
cumstances which have been necessary to produce the laws, 
the r^iulatioDS, the customs, the moral character, and the 
physical enginery of all sorts, through means, and by aid rf 
which, labour is carried on in this happy land,^ — -and when I 
think of the wealth and population (concentrated too in aa 
small a space) whicli we must have at command for nulitoiy 
purposes, — I confess 1 have not much dread, looking either at 
war or peace, of any power which France with respect to na 
is likely to attain for years, I may say for generations., 
Whatever may be the form of a government, its spirit Btr 
least must be mild and free, before agriculture, trade, com- 
merce, and manufactures can thrive under it ; and if theaa 
do not prosper in a stale, it may extend its empire to right 
and to left, and it will only carry poverty and desolation 
along with it, without being itself permanently enriche(L 

I cannot but think that generations must pass away- 
before France, or any of the countries under its thraldom^ 
can attain those habits, and that character, and those eatab* 
liahmenta, which must be attained, before it can wield itS' 
population in a manner that will ensure our overthrow. 

For my own part, I do not think it possible that 
France, witli all Iier command of territory and coast, can 
outstrip us in naval power, unless slie could previously^ 



THE CONVENTIOS OF CINTR.4: EUROPEAN POLITICS. 13!) 

by her land power, cut us off firom timljer and naval 
stores, necessary for the building and equipment of our 
Seet la that intellectual superiority which, aa I have 
mentioned, we possess over her, we should find means to 
bnild as many ships as she could huild, and also could 
procure sailors to man them. The same energy would 
famish means for maintaining the men ; and if they 
could be fed and maintained, they would surely be pro- 
duced. 

Why, then, am I for war with France ? First, be- 
cause I think our naval superiority may be more cheaply 
maintained, and more easily, by war than by peace; and 
because I think, that if the war were conducted upon those 
principles of martial policy which you so admirably and 
nobly enforce, united with (or rather bottomed upon) those 
notions of justice and right, and that knowledge of and 
rence for the moral sentiments of mankind, which in 
my Tract I attempted to portray and illustrate, the tide of 
military success would immediately turn in our favour ; and 
we should find no more difficulty in reducing the French 
power than Gustavus Adolphus did in reducing that of the 
German Empire in his day. . . . You maintain, that as the 
military power of France ia in progress, ours must be so 
also, or we must perish. In this I agree with yoiu Yet 
jou contend also, that this increase or prc^ess can only be 
brought about by conquests permanently established upon 
the Continent ; and, calling in the doctrines of the writers 
Upon the law of nations to your aid, you are for beginning 
with the conquest of Sicily, and so on, through Italy, 
Switzerland, &c,, &c Now it does not appear to me, — 
though I should rejoice heartily to see a British array march 
horn Calabria, triumphantly to the heart of the Alps, and 
irom Holland to the centre of Germany, — yet it does not 
Appear to me that the conquest and permaiieul possession 
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of these countries is necessaiy either to produce those 
resources of raen or money, which the security and prosperity 
of our country requires. ... So far as eonwrna ourselves an 
our security, I do not think that so wide a space ( 
conquered country ia desirable ; and, as a patriot, I have n 
wish for it If I desire it, it is not for our sakes directly 
but for the benefit of those unhappy nations whom ■ 
should rescue, and whose prosperity would be reflected l 
upon ourselves. Holding these notions, it is natural, highl; 
as I rate the importance of military power, and deeply as . 
feel its necessity for tlie protection of every excellence a 
virtue, that I should rest ray hopes with respect to t 
emancipation of Europe more upon moral influence, and t 
wishes and opinions of the people of the respective nalioiU( 
than you appear to da As I have written in my pamphle^ 
" on the moral qualities of a people must its salvatio 
ultimately depend. Something higher than military excx 
lence must be taught as higher ! something more funds 
mental, oa more fundamentaL" 

Adopting the opinion of the writers upon the laws i 
nations, you treat of conquest, as if conquest could in itsel 
nakedly and abstractetily considered, confer rights. If wa 
once admit this proposition, all morality is driven out of tha 
world. We conquer Italy — that is, we raise the Britidi 
standard in Italy, — and, by the aid of the inhabitants, ■ 
expel the French from the country, and have a right I 
keep it for ourselves. This, if I am not mistaken, is ] 
only implied, but explicitly maintained in your hoo1& 
Undoubtedly, if it be clear that the possession of Italy ifl 
necessary for our security, we have a right to keep ] 
sion of it, if we should ever be able to master it by tfa) 
Bword ; but not because we have gained it by conquest, 
I may we therefore keep it, — no ; the sword, as the sword, can 
I give no rights, — but because a great and noble nation, like 



nofr 



THE CONVENTION OP CINTRA: EUROPEAN POLPnOS. 141 

OUTS, cannot prosper or exist without such possession. If 
the fact toere so, we should then have a right to keep 
possession of what by our valour we had acquired — not 
otherwise. If these things were matter of mere speculation, 
they would not be worth talking about ; but they are not so. 
The spirit of conquest, and the ambition of the sword, 
can never confer true glory and happiness upon a nation 
that has attained power sufficient to protect itself. . . . Now, 
I think there is nothing more unfortunate for Europe than 
the present condition of Germany and Italy. Could the 
barriers be dissolved which have divided the one nation into 
Neapolitans, Tuscans, Venetians, &c., and the other into 
Prussians, Hanoverians, &a, and could they once be taught 
to feel their strength, the French would be driven back into 
their own land immediately. I wish to see Spain, Italy, 
France, (Jermany, formed into independent nations; nor 
have I any desire to reduce the power of France further 
than may be necessary for that end. Woe be to that 
country whose military power is irresistible ! I deprecate 
such an event for Great Britain scarcely less than for any 
other land. Scipio foresaw the evils with which Eome 
would be visited when no Carthage sliould be in existence 
for her to contend "with. If a Nation have nothing to 
oppose or to fear without, it cannot escape decay and concus- 
sion within. Universal triumph and absolute security soon 
betray a State into abandonment of that discipline, civil and 
military, by which its victories were secured. If the time 
should ever come when this island shall have no more 
formidable enemies by land, than it has at this moment by 
sea, the extinction of all that it previously contained of 
good and great would soon follow. Indefinite progress, 
undoubtedly, there ought to be somewhere ; but let that be 
in knowledge, in science, in civilization, in the increase of 
the numbers of the people, and in the augmentation of their 
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virtue and happiness. Bat progress in conquest cannot bt 
indefinite; and for that very raasoD, if for no other, ili 
cannot be a fit object for the exertions of a people. I mem 
beyond certain limits, which, of course, will vary vfitli 
drcmnstances. My prayer, as a patriot, is, that we may 
, always have, somewhere or other, enemies capable of resist- 
ing us, and keeping us at arm's length. 

Do I then object that our arms shall be carried into 
eveiy part of the Continent ? No : such is the present 
dition of Europe, that I earnestly pray for what I dt 
would be a mighty blessing. France has already destroyed, 
in almost every part of the Continent, the detestable govern- 
ments with which the nations have been afflicted ; she has 
extinguished one sort of tyranny, hut only to substitute 
another. Thus, then, have the coimtries of Euiope been 
taught, that domestic oppression, if not manfully and zeal- 
ously repelled, must sooner or later be succeeded by &1 
jugation from without ; they have tasted the bitterness 
both cups, have drunk deeply of both. Their spirits are 
prepared for resistance to the foreign tj-rant, and with our 
help I think they may shake him oEF, and, under cop 
countenance, and following (as far as they are capable) 
example, they may fashion to themselves, making 
what is best in their own ancient laws and institutioi 
new forms of government, which may secure posterity 
a repetition of such calamities as the present age hi 
brought forth. The materials of a new balance of power 
exist in the language and name and territorj' of Spain, in 
those of France, and those of Italy, Germany, Eussia, and 
the British Isles. The smaller states must disappea 
meige in tlie lai^e nations and wide-spread languages, 
possibility of this remodelling of Europe I see clearly . . . ; bul 
military policy merely will not perform all that is nee< 
nor mere militaiy virtues. If the Roman state was 
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firom overthrow, hj the attack of the slaves and of the 
gladiators, through the excellence of its armies, yet this was 
not without great difficulty ;* and Eome would have been 
destroyed by Carthage, had she not been preserved by a 
civic fortitude in which she surpassed all the nations of the 
earth. The reception which the Senate gave to Terentius 
Yarro, after the battle of Cannse, is the sublimest event in 
human history. What a contrast to the wretched conduct 
of the Austrian government after the battle at Wagram! 
England requires ... a new system of martial policy ; but 
England, as well as the rest of Europe, require what is 
more difficult to give it, — a new course of education, a 
higher tone of moral feeling, more of the grandeur of the 
imaginative faculties, and less of the petty processes of the 
unfeeling and purblind understanding, that would manage 
the concerns of nations in the same calculating spirit with 

which it would set about building a house. 

Now the labours of the statesman ought to advance, 
npon calctdations and upon impulses similar to those 
which give motion to the hand of a great artist when 
he is preparing a picture, or of a mighty poet when he is 
determining the proportions and march of a poem. Much 
is to be done by rule ; the great outline is previously to be 
conceived in distinctness, but the consummation of the 
work must be trusted to resources that are not tangible, 
though known to exist. . . ." 

* " Totifl imperii viribus consurgitur," says the historiaD, speaking of 
the war of the gladiators. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

COREBSPONDENCE : THE ENGLISH LAKE DISTRICT AS 
INTERPRETED BY WORDSWORTH. 

Comparatively few poems were written by Wordawoi 
during Ma residence at Allan Bank. Tliey were prindpi 
sonnets, and tbey referred chiefly to contemporary politic 
events, and the stru^le for liberty going on in the Continent 
of Europe. They were afterwards published in tbe second part 
of the series of " Sonnets dedicated to National Independence 
and Liberty ; " and a very reinarlrable series ot poems they 
are, — the outcome of the same mood of mind that produced 
the essay on the Convention of Ciutra, and the letter to 
General Paaley. It is not too much to say, as Mr Myets 
has said, that these sonnets are " the most permanent record 
in our literature of the Napoleonic war." " worthy of com- 
parison with the noblest passages of patriotic verse or prose 
which our liistory has inspired." 

During the years at Allan Bank, however, a good deal of 
admirable work was done in other directions. The help 
given to Coleridge in the management of The Friend has 
been already referred to. In the seventeenth number 
(December 14, 1S09) a letter appeared addressed to the 
editor by one who signed Idmaelf "' Mathetes." This was 
written by the John Wilson who had previously sent the 
letter to Wordsworth on his poems, printed in voL L, p, 
390, of this Life. The letter to Tfie Friend is a curious one. 
He writes of his own experience, and of what he believes is 
I the experience of many, in passing out into the world from the 



COEEESPONDEJJCE : THE ENGLISH LAKE DISTRICT. 145 

lusion of youthful days ; their speculative opiniona being 
;ue to their early feelings, and their minds heing at the 
lercy of fortune. He enlarges on the causes that concur 
enclose the mind on every side from the influence 
of natural feeling, and to degrade its inhorn dignity." The 
shock, which one, full of entlmsiasm and belief in goodness 
experiences, when he comes into contact with illusion, and 
when the natural admiration of excellence — innate in every- 
one — is given to inferior ohjects, is vividly depicted. Tlien, 
aa most persons believe that human nature is progressing 
from age to age, tlie opinions of the present time are naturally 
supposed to be wiser than those of the past. From this follow 
self-confidence, and the disparagement of antiquity. What 
" Afathetes " hints as a remedy is the Voice of a con- 
temporary Teacher, some one " conspicuous above the multi- 
tude as superior in power — to him all hearts would turn. . . . 
Of one such Teacher, given to our own age, you have 
described the power, when you say that in his enunciation 
of truths he seems to speak in thunders." 

Coleridge — as was most natural — handed over the 
task of replying to this letter to the person invoked 
by the writer, from whom hideed, and not from Coleridge, 
it is evident that Wilson wished it to come. A few 
paragraphs from Wordsworth's reply may be given. 
He bt^n by saying that in every age there were 
objects to wliich even the wisest attached undue im- 
jtortance." There were two errors into which we easily 
riip in thinking of past times. " One Hes in forget- 
^ug, in the excellence of what remains, the lai^e over- 
ibalance of worthlessness that has been swept away. . , , 
The second is, that in this comparison ot ages we divide 
time merely into past and present, and place these in the 
balance to be weighed against each other ; not considering 
that the pi-esent is in oiir estimation not more than a 
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period of thirty years, or half a century at moat, and that 
the past ia a mighty accumulation of many such periods. 
perhaps the whole of recorded time, or at least the whole rf 
that portion of it in wliich our own country has been 
distinguished. ..... 

Let ua allow and helieve that there is a progress in the 
jcies towards unattainable perfection ; . ■ - surely it doea 
Slot follow that this progress should be constant in thoee 
Jvirtues and intellectual qualities, and in those departments 
f of knowledge which are of most value. . , . The progreaa 
I of the species neither is, nor can be, like that of a Komaa 
I road, in a right Una It may be more justly compared to 
I that of a river, wliich, both in its smaller reaches and largec, 
[ turnings, is frequently forced back towards its fountains by 
I' cbjecta which cannot otherwise be eluded or overcome 
with an accompanying impulse that will insure its advance- 
ment hereafter, it is either gaining strength every hour, or 
conquering in secret some difficulty, by a labour that c 
tributes as effectually to further it in its course, 
when it moves forward uninterruptedly in a line, direct 
as that of the Roman road, with which I began the 
comparison. 

It suffices to content the mind, though there may be 
apparent stagnation, or a retrograde movement in the species, 
that something is being done which is necessary to be don^ 
the effects of which will in due time appear ; that aome- 
thmg ia unremittingly being gained, either in secret prepara- 
tion, or in open and triumphant progress. But in fact here, as 
everywliere, we are deceived by creations which the mind is 
compelled to make for itself ; we speak of the species, not 
as an aggregate, but as endued with the form and separate 
life of an individual But human kind, — what is it elMi 
than myriaiJs of rational beings in various degrees obedient 
to their reason ; some torpid, some aspiring ; some in oogar' 
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i to the right hand, some to the left; these wasting 
their moral nature, and those feeding it for im- 
mortality 7 



Granted that the sacred light of cliildliood is and nmab 
be for him no more than a remembrance. He may, not- 
withatanding, be remanded to Nature — and with trust- 
worthy hopes, founded less upon his sentient than upon 
his intellectual being— to Nature, as leading on insensibly 
to the society of Reason, but to Reason and Will, as leadiug 
back to the wisdom of Nature. A re-union, in this order 
accomplished, will bring refonnation and timely support; 
and the two powers of Eenson and Nature, thus reciprocally 
I teacher and taught, may advance together in a track to 
I which there is no limit. 

We have been discoursing {by imphcatiou, at least) of 

[ iiifancy, childliood, boyhood, and youth, of pleasures lying 

fcopon the unfolding intellect plenteously as morning dew- 

ips, — of knowledge inhaled insensibly like fragrance, 

■of dispositions stealing into tlie spirit like music from 

mknown quartera, — of images uncalled for and rising up 

ike exhalations, — of hopes plucked like wild flowers from 

2ie ruined tombs that border the highways of antiqiuty, to 

B a garland for a living forehead ; — in a word, we have 

sen treating of Nature as a teacher of truth through joy 

(Wild through gladness, and ns a creatress of the faculties by 

a process of smoothness and dehght. . . . We now apply 

for the succour which we need to a faculty that works 
r a different course ; that faculty is Reason ; she gives 
gaore spontaneously, but she seeks for more ; she works 
thought through feeling; yet in thoughts she begins 
and ends. ..... 

Let one go back, as occasion will permit, to nature and 
to solitude, thus admonished by reason, and relying upon 



148 



LIFE OP WORDSWOBTH. 



tills newly acquired support A world of fresh sen^tioiu 
will gradually open upon him as his mind puts off its 
iDfirmicies, aod as instead of being propelled restlessly 
towards others, in admiration, or too hasty love, he makes it 
his prime business to understand himself. New sensations, 
I afUrm, will be opened out, — pure, and sanctioned by that 
reason which is their original author ; and precious feelings 
of disinterested, that is self-disr^arding joy and love may 
be r^enerated and restored ; and, in this sense, he may be 
said to meaatire back the track of life he bos tnxiden. 

In such disposition of mind let the youth return to the 
Visible Universe, and to conversation with Ancient Books, and 
to those, if such there be, which in the present day breathe 
the ancient spirit ; and let him feed upon that beauty which 
unfolds itself, not to his eye as it sees carelessly the things 
which cannot possibly go unseen, and are remembered or not 
as accident shall decide, but to the thinking mind, which 
searches, discovers, and treasures up, infusing by meditation 
into the objects with which it converses an intellectual life, 
wliereby they remain planted in the memory, now and for 



In connection with this paper by " Mathetes," and 
Wordsworth's reply to it, a letter from his sister to Lady 
ileauniont is extremely interesting. It shows that Wilson 
was giving a genuine picture of himself in his epistle to Tlu 
Friend. Dorothy wrote as follows on the 28th December 
1809 :— 

"... Surely I have spoken to you (not by word of 
mouth, but by letter) of Mr Wilson, a young man of some 
fortune, who lias buill a house in a very fine situation not 
far from Bowness. Miss Hutchinson, Johnny, and I spent 
a few days there last summer, with his mother and sister, 
and I think I mentioned this to you. This some Mr Wilson 
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the author of the letter signed Mathetes. He has 
his very boyhood been a passionate admirer of 
■ty brother's writings ; and before he went to Oxford he 
mtured to write a long letter to luy brother reepecting 
me poems, and expresaiug his deep gratitude for the new 
f and knowledge which hia writings had opened out to 
Several years after this he bought a small estate near 
Windermere, and began to build a house. In the meantime, 
however, he fitted up a room in a cottage near the new 
building, and by degrees made little improvements in the 
cottage, till it ia become so comfortable that, though the 
largQ house is finished, he has no wish to remove, and seems, 
indeed to have no motive, as the cottage is lai^e enough to 
r accommodate himself and his mother and sister and two or 
I three friends, and as they are all pleased with the anugness 
I Bad comfort of their present modest dwelling ; indeed, he 
^ often regrets that he built the larger house. If, however, he 
I should marry (which ia verj' likely) he will find it necessary. 
His mother aod sistei' are at present at Edinburgh (where 
t fact tliar homo is, but they are so much pleased with the 
rcounlry that for the last two years they have spent more 
than half their time here); and we all, including Mr De 
Quincey and Coleridge, have been to pay the bachelor a 
Christmas visit, and we enjoyed ourselves very much in a 
pleasant mixture of merriment and thoughtful discourse. 
He is a very interesting young ninn, of noble dispositions, and 
fine ingenuous feelings ; but, having lost his father in early 
youth, and having had a command of money to procure 
-pleasures at a cheap rate, and having that yielding disposi- 
tion of which be speaks, wMch makes him ready to discover 
rtues that do not really exist in minds greatly inferior to 
I own (which have yet a sufficient share of qualities in 
mpathy with his own to draw them to him at first), his time 
a often been idly spent in the pursuit of idle enjoyments ; 
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I with bimseU has followed. He had been 
nxm tfaui M. jesT in thia neigfaboarhood before he could 
reaolve to eaD upon mj brotiier — this from modesty and a 
temi «t intniding opon him ; but since that time we have had 
treqiWDt mteicotnse with him, and are all most aETection- 
atdy attached to him. He has the utmost reverence for 

I BIT tifvtber, and has no delight superior to that of conversing 
with him ; and he has ohen said that he is indebted to hi in 
for pnsen-ing the best port of liis nature, and for the most 
valoable knowledge be possesses. He is now twenty -three 
jeais of age. ProbaUy before this letter reaches you, you 

I will ha\-e received tbe nineteenth number of The Friend, 
which contains the continuation of my brother's reply to 
Mathetes's letter. Mr Wilson sent the letter to Coleridge, 
and Coleridge requested my brother to reply to it, he being 
at leisure, and disposed at that time to write something for 
3TSi ./Vtflwi You will be glad to hear that he is going to 
finish the poem of Tkt W^ite Doe, and is resolved to publish 
it when he has finished it to his satisfaction." 



Another letter of Dorothy Wordsworth's to Mrs Marshall, 
written five weeks earlier than the foregoing, gives some 
particulars as to their life at Allan Bonk. 



"Grashsrb, Xi/venAer 19, IS09. 
... As to ourselves we only want a roomy house to 
shelter us, with a few acres to feed a couple of cows, or 
without any land at all. We know not whither we shall 
turn ; and, at all events, we must leave Grasmere, for there 
are ouly two houses besides our own that would hold us, 
and of these only one that is large enough. The other to 
which I allude I daresay you may remember. It is a neat 
white house, on that side oE the lake opposite to the high- 
way. It stands on the hill-side, with laige coppice woods 
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near it, and a green iSeld, with a steep slope from it to the 
water. This house belongs to a Mr Benson, who has let it 
for ten years to Mr Ashley of Dukinfield, near Manchester. 
This Mr Ashley has added a good dining-room to the com- 
fortable but small house, and he is tired of the place, and 
has given it up to his yoimger brother. Now, I think, that 
he too may soon be tired of the place, as be does not seem 
inclined to realise a solitary life, being what the world calls 
a gay young man ; and, if this should happen, then we may 
possibly take the house ; but, as I said, it is hardly fit for 
us, being too smalL . . . The winter storms have brought 
back winter smoke, and we are now forced to believe that 
we have only been less annoyed since the chimneys were 
altered. ... If we could get any comfortable house within 
five or six miles of Grasmere, we would remove to it without 
a week's delay. Our friend, Mr De Quincey, is come to the 
cottage,* rather I should say to Grasmere (though we have 
already spent several comfortable evenings at the cottage), 
but he is with us at present, his servant having arrived only 
the day before yesterday, and she is now busied in preparing 
the cottage for his permanent residence. He has been above 
a month with us, and is like one of our own family ; so we 
have now almost a home still at the oldest and dearest spot 
of alL Mr De Quincey has an excellent library, far too 
large indeed for the house, though he will have bookcases in 
every comer. You may judge of the number of his books 
when I tell you that he has already received nine or ten 
chests, and that nineteen more are on the road. Some of 
these books must be kept in chests on account of the small- 
ness of the house. ... It is a great pleasure to us all to 
have access to such a library, and will be a solid advantage 
to my brother. You ask after our little folks. John is 
indeed-a sweet creature. He is so thoroughly noble-minded, 
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Afikcrionate, and tender-hearted. Dorothy improves in 
mildness, and her countenance becomes more engaging, but 
she U not so richlj endowed with a gracious nature as her 
brv^ther. Perhaps it is that she is more lively ; and we see 
indeed thai her waywardness is greatly subdued. She is at 
times very l»eautiful, and dtgance and wildness * are mingled 
in her appiearance, more than I ever saw in any child." 

[Speaking of the possibility of the Marshalls removing from 
New Grange, she says, " It is pleasant that children should 
grow up under the same roof where they were bom, and that 
their early attachments to the objects around them should go 
on strengthening by long intercourse with the same objects."] 

One of the most important of Wordsworth's contributions 
to Th( Friend was his " Essay on Epitaphs," in the twenty- 
fifth numWr, which was preceded by translations of two epi- 
taphs from Cliiabrera. This essay was only the first of a 
series on the same subject, which Wordsworth would have 
cvMitributed had 7^<* Friend sur\'ived. It was subsequently 
printed by him among the notes to The Excursion. Two 
otlior portion? of the "Series" — of which the Bishop of 
Lincoln gives an outline, and some extracts in the Memoirs 
— were published in full in the Prose Works of Wordsworth, 
vol. ii., pp. 41-75. Reference must be made to iheMemoirSy 
or to vol. v.. p. 400 of this edition, and to the Prose Works 
for details. Of the essay, as published in The Friend, 
Charles Lamb wrote to Wordsworth : — 

'' October \9, 1810. 

De.\r Wordsworth, — I was much pleased with your 
c\Mitinuation of the P^ssay on Epitaphs. It is the only sen- 
sible thin^' that has l>een written on that subject, and it goes 



• IVmipare The Triad :— 

Happy child. 
Who art so exquisitely wild. 
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lo the bottom. In particular I was pleaseil with yyur trans- 
lation of that turgid epitaph into the plain feeling under it. 
It is perfectly a treat. But what is the reason we have no 
good epitaphs after all ? — I remain, Chahles Lamb." 

A more enduring monument, however — both of Words- 
irorth's insight, and of his literary skill — is found in another 
B work, originally wiitten in 1809-10, and subsequently 
ipanded. This ia his Desc^ription of the Scenery of the 
ish Lakes.' It first appeared as the " Introduction " to 
I folio volume entitled, Select Views in Cumberland, 
'Westmm-eland, ami Lancashire, by the Rev. Joseph Wilkin- 
Km, Sector of East and West Wretham, in the county of 
Jforfolk. This volume, originally published in 1810 {re- 
'pablished 1812* and 1821), contained forty-eight very poor 
Bnd very inaccurate drawiDga of the Lake District, many of 
them as true of any other district a^ of it, and therefore 
.fane of DO district at all. To this work Wordsworth sup- 
. plied thirty-tour pages of letterpress introduction, and other 
'■twelve containing practical directions for visiting the country. 
'His introductiou was reprinted, with additions, in 1820, in 
'ioB volume on The River J}uddon, a Series of Sonnets. In 
the advertisement to that volume he says that he repub- 
ilished it " from a consciousness of its having been written in 
3 same spirit which dictated several of the poems, and 
from a belief that it will tend materially to illustrate them." 
It was reissued by itself in 1822, and afterwards went 
through several editions. 

There had been earlier Guides to the Lakes, or Recollec- 
3 of Tours amongst them. Brown, West, the poet Gray, 
Clarke, Wilkinson, Green, Robinson, Hutchinson (and many 
nthera since these), had written on the subject; but none of 

g to Watts' Uibliotheca Britaonica, but I litve not Boen tbs 
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llieir books possesses the interest or value of Wordsworth's 
and when combineii with Sedgwick's Five Letters on the 
Qealoyy of the Lake Distrid, and other topographical matter 
— as it was in the edition of 1859 — its practical utility was, 
and still is, very great. Topographical details, and notes for 
the use of travellers, must of course vary from time to time, 
and it is inevitable that the very best of our guiile-books 
must soon or lat« become superannuated, and be displaced by 
newer ones ; but it would be a distinct advantage if every 
new guide-hook to the English Lakes, or even every fresh 
itinerary, coutained Wordsworth's little book, as an appendix 
to it, or as a supplement, entire. 

As I have tried to say some things about The English 
District as interpreted in ths Potms of Wordsworth, in two 
volumes — one of tliem bearing the above title, and the other 
the title of Throvjh the- Wordsworth Country — I may per- 
haps be allowed to refer to them for illustrations of what 
has just been said. But I would advise everyone who visita- 
Westmoreland and Cumberland, afttr having become at^ 
quajnted with the poems of Wordsworth, to take with him, 
neither these, nor any other local Guide, but a pocket copy; 
of Wordsworth's own book on the Lakes, along with the- 
Poems. Totally unlike the ordinary " guide-books," this un- 
pretending volume is weighted with reflections on many 
aspects of Noture that are missed by the ordinary eye ; and 
it contains exquisite side glances, into the very heart of 
familiar things, " that border the highway." No poet ini' 
/English literature — none in any literature — is so intimal 
/identified with place, as Wordsworth is. He has both 
eccrated and interpreted the whole district of the English 
Lakes. There is scarcely a rock, or mountain-summit, a 
stream, or tarn, or even a well, or grove, or forest-side, in all 
that region, which is not imperisbahly associated with the 
" inward eye " of the seer, to whom we also owe — 
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The gleam, 
The Ught that never was on sea or land, ' 
The consecration, and the poet's dream. 

Of the district generally, Wordsworth remarks : " I 
do not know any tract of country in which, within so 
narrow a compass, may be found an equal variety in 
the influences of light and shadow upon the sublime and 
beautiful features of landscape . . . Though clustered 
together, every valley has its distinct and separate 
character; in some instances as if they had been formed 
in studied contrast to each other, and in others with 
the differences and resemblances of a sisterly rivalship" 
(sect 1). He goes on to point out, in a singularly striking 
and original manner, the peculiar features which make this 
region unique, not only in England but in Europe, alluding 
in succession to the mountains — both in their form and 
colouring — to the vales, the lakes, the islands, the tarns, 
the rivers, and the woods. 

Referring to the lake, he says : " Its form is most perfect 
when it least resembles that of a river, ... a body of 
still water under the influence of no current ; reflecting, 
therefore, the clouds, the light, and all the imagery of the 
sky and surrounding hills ; expressing, also, and making 
visible, the changes of the atmosphere and motions of the 
lightest breeze, and subject to agitation only from the 
winds." Alluding to the tarns, round the margin of which 
large boulders lie scattered — " some defying conjecture as 
to the means by which they came hither, and others 
obviously fallen from on high, the contribution of ages" 
(and this was written, it must be remembered, before the 
rise of modem geology, and while the glacial theory was 
unknown) — he adds, characteristically, " A not unpleasing 
sadness is induced by this perplexity, and these images of 
decay." 
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Speaking of the climate of the district, and of the aldey 
influences generally, he remarks, " The rain comes down 
here heartily, and ia frequently succeeded by clear bright 
weather, when every brook is vocal, and every torrenb< 
sonorous, brooks and torrents which are never muddj 
except after a drought. Days of unsettled weather, with 
partial showers, are frequent ; but the showers, darkeninf 
or brightening as tliey fly from hill to hill, are not less 
grateful to the eye, than finely interwoven pass^es 
gay and aad music are touching to the ear. Vapoi 
exhaling from the lakes and meadows after sunrise, 
a hot season, or in moist weather brooding upon 
heights, or descending towards the valleys with inaudil 
motion, give a visionary character to everything aroi 
them, and are in themselves so beautiful as to dispose 
to enter into the feelings of those simple nations by whoi 
they are taken for the Guardian Deities of the 
or to sympathise with others who have fancied tli< 
delicate apparitions to be the spirits of their departed' 
ancestors. Akin to these are fleecy clouds resting upon 
the hill tops. Such clouds cleaving to their stations, or 
lifting up suddenly tlieir glittering heads from behind 
rocky barriers, or hurrying out of sight with speed of the 
sharpest edge, will often tempt an inhabitant to congratulata, 
himself on belonging to a country of mists, and clouds, 
storms, and make him think of the blank sky of Egypt, 
the cerulean vacancy of Italy, as an unanimated and even 
ead spectaela" 

Finally, he says that as "in human life there 
moments worth ages, so, in the climate of England, there 
are, for the lover of nature, days which are wortli whole 
months, I might say even years. ... It is in auti 
that days of such afl'ecting influence most frequently 
intervene ; the atmosphere seems relined, and the 
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Tendered more cryatalline, aa the vivifying heat of the 
year abates ; the lights and shadows are more delicate ; 
the colouring is richer and more finely harmonised ; and 
in this season of stillnesa, the ear being unoccupied, or 
only gently excited, the sense of vision becomes more 
susceptible of its appropriate enjoyments. A resident 
in a country like this which we are treating of, will 
agree with me that the presence of a lake is indis- 
pensable to exhibit in perfection the beauty of one of 
tliese days ; and he must have experienced, while looking 
on the unruffled waters, that tke imagination, J/y tkeir aid, 
u carried into recesses of feding otherwise impetutrable. 
The reason of this is that the heavens are not only 
brought down ioto the bosom of the earth, but that the 
earth is necessarily looked at, and thought of, through the 
medium of a purer element." * 

In that chapter in which he speaks of the best time 
for visiting the district, he mentions succeaaively certain 
features of Nature, — which afford a good illustration of 
the way in which he passed from the external features of a 
scene, of which the senses take cognisance, to its underlying 
spirit. He first refers to " the tender green of the after- 
grass upon the meadows, interspersed with islands of gray 
or mossy rock." He then alludes to the notes of birds, 
which, " when listened to, by the side of broad still 
waters, or heard in unison with the murmuring of mountein 
brooks, have the compass of their powers eidarged accord- 
ingly ; " next, of the " imaginative influence of the voice of 
the cuckoo, when that voice has taken possession of a deep 
mountain valley." Again he writes : " He is the most 
fortunate who chances to be involved in vapours which 
open, and let in an extent of country partially, or, dia- 

* Quid', MctioD 1. 
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peraing suddenly, reveal the whole region from centre I 
circumference." 

I may here refer to a paper on this little book, written 
for, apd read to the Wordsworth Society, in 18;j3, by Mr 
_St2Jlf»rd Brooke, and pul5hshed in the Transactions of 
the Society. It is by far the best estimate of it tijat 
been written. 

Wordsworth's own opinion of Lis introduction to WiHdn- 
son's book, and of the "drawings, or etchings, or whateve*' 
they may be called," is given in a Letter to Lady Beatimoa:^ 
written from Allan Bank, on the 10th May 1810, 

" My dear Lady Bkaumont, — I am very happy that yo« 
have read the Introduction with so much pleasure, ana 
must thank you for your kindness in telling me of it. I 
thought the part about the cottages well done ; and i 
liked a sentence where I transport the reader to the top c 
one of the mountains, or rather, to the cloud chosen for his 
station, and give a sketch of the impressions which the 
country might be supposed to make on a feeling mind 
contemplating its appearance before it was inhabited. Bat j 
what I wished to accomplish was to give a model of t 
manner in which topographical descriptions ought to 
executed, in order to their being either useful or intell^b1e^|l 
by evolving truly and distinctly one appearance fro 
another. In this I think I have not wlioUy failed. 



Tlie drawings, or etchings, or whatever they may 
called, are, I know, such as to you and Sir George mtu 
be intolerable. Yon will receive from them that sort i 
disgust which I do from bad poetry, a disgust which ( 
never be fe!t in its full strength but by those who i 
practised in an art, aa well as amateurs of it." 
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A trief notice of the movements of the household at 
Allan Bank, from 1810 till they left it as a residence, 
may conclude this chapter. In March, while Coleridge 

i absent at Keswick, Sarah Hutchinson — who had for 
five years been an almost constant inmate in the succes- 
sive homes of the Wordsworth family — left them, to live 
with her brother, in his new farm of Hindwell in Hadnor- 
«hire. In the autumn Wordsworth paid another visit 
to Coleorton, to Hagley, and the Leasowes, and then to 
his friend Mr Price, at Foxley, in Herefordshire. The 
precise time of De Quincey'a seven montlis' risit to 
Wordsworth I have been unable to ascertain, but it is 
certain that he and Coleridge were guests together at 
^Allan Bank — that " large house with plenty of room," 
.as Wordsworth described it to Mr Stuart of The Courier 
newspaper, when inviting him to come north. In the 
■SdinJmrgh Literary Gazette De Quincey gives the follow- 
ing accoimt of his first meeting with John Wilson, at 
lAUan Bank : — 

" At the time I speak of, both Mr Coleridge and myself 
were on a visit to Mr Wordsworth ; and one room on 
■the ground floor, designed for a breakfasting-room, which 
commands a sublime view of the three mountains — Fairfield, 
Arthur's Chair, and Seat Sandal (the first of them within 
about 400 feet of the highest mountains in Great Britain) 
■^waa then occupied by Mr Coleridge as a study. On 
Biis particular day, the sun having only just set, it naturally 
bappened tliat Mr Coleridge — whose nightly vigils were 
■■ — had not yet come down to breakfast ; meantime, 
and until the epoch of the Coleridgian breakfast should 
arrive, hia study was lawfully disposable to profaner uses. 
Here, therefore, it was, that, opening the door hastily in 
quest of a book, I foimd seated, and iu earnest conversa- 
tion, two gentlemen : one of them my host, Mr Wordsworth, 
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at that time about thirty-seven or thirty-eight years old 
the other was a younger man by good sixteen or 8event« 
years, in a sailor's dress, manifestly in robust heallil 
/emdiis juventii, and wearing upon liis countenance 
powerful expression of ardour and animated Intelligence 
mixed with much good nature. ' Mr Wilson of Elleray/^ 
delivered as the formula of introduction, in the deep tonec i 
of Mr Wordsworth, at once banished the momentary soTsJ 
prise I felt on finding an unknown stranger where I 1 
expect«d nobody, and substituted a surprise of anottu 
kind." 

During the spring of 1810 the Wordsworths became awai 
that they must leave Allan Bank in the foUowing year, a 
they found it difficult to hear of any fit residence in tb^ 
vale ; although they were not loathe to remove, since tlu 
had been much annoyed (as at Dove Cottage formerly) ■' 
by smoky chimneys. In May, however, they found they 
could get the I'arsonage, opposite the Church, and con- 
cluded a bargain for it a year in advance. Dorothy 
Wordsworth wrote thus about it — 

" You will be rejoiced to hear that we shall not bQ.l 
forced to leave Grasmere Vala We are to 1 
parsonage house, which will be made a very comfortable 
dwelling before we enter upon it, which will be next yearl 
at this time. But oh! my dear friend, this place — thai 
wood behind it and the rocks, the view of Easedale from i 
them, the lake, and church, and village on the other side— ~>J 
is sweeter than paradise itself." 

In the Parsonage they found that they had "at leaak'4 
one sitting-room clear of smoke in all winds." In Augui^ i 
1810, they went down to a cottage near Bootle, on Hie J 
coast of Cumberland, for sea air, chiefly for the sake tA'\ 
their children. The incidents in this journey — and thejrl 
were numerous — are described in the Epistle to Sir 6tOTgtt\ 
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(See voL iv. p. 248.) The change did not 
fo much for the restoration of the children. They both 
lied in the following year ; Catherine on tho 4th of June, 
rtiile her mother was ahsent at Hindwell, in Radnorshire, 
pid Thomas on the 1st of December 1812. They were 
uried in Grasmere Churchyard. On the daughter's tomb- 
bone are the words, " Suffer the httle children to come 
nto me, for of such is the Kingdom of G-od." On the 
»f)y*e ifl an inscription which will be found in vol viii. 
I, S4, of this edition. 

These two successive bereavements led the Wordsworths 
D quit the Parsonage, as soon as they possibly could ; and 
■fhey went, as we shall see, to Itydal Mount, in the spring 
!Df 1813. 

In June 1812 Dorothy Wordsworth wrote thus to Mrs 
Uarsball of her niece Catherine : — " She was the sweetest, 
loildest tempered child, the most loving, entirely free from 
■11 bad passions. It seemed as if she had not the seed of 
my evil in her." 

Of Thomas, she wrote to Miss Threlkeid, at Halifax, in 
the following terras, 

January 19th, 1813. 
You remember him, a lovely child, with a heavenly 
sweetness in his countenance which he preserved to the 
last, an innocence as pure as at the day of his birth. . . . 
Thomas was, of aU the children, that one who caused us the 
'least of pain, and who gave us the purest dehght He 
affectionate, sweet-tempered, ardent in the pursuit of 
learning, invariably doing his duty without efi'ort, or inter- 
ference on the part of others, and above all bad a simplicity 
which was his own, an infantine innocence which marked 
him as not of this world." 
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And to Mra Marshal], she wrote on the same subject, 
24th January 1813: — 

"My heart is full of the sweet im^e of him whom I 
shall see no more. At times, when I muse on a future 
life, . . . the child becomes spiritualized to my mind. 
I wish I could have such musings more frequently, «nd 
longer ; but alas ! the image of the boy disturbs me, and 
I weep again. Time, I know, will soften this, but as long 
BS I have breath and life, thy grave, beloved child ! will be 
remembered by me with pensive sadness, . . ■ At times 
I think my brother looks ten years older since the death 
of Thomas. We shall not remain more than two months, 
or ten weeks longer, in this house ; and you must come and 
see us when we get to the other. It is a place that, 
ten years ago, if I could have dreame<} it would ever 
be ours, I would almost have danced with joy." 

Part of another letter of Dorothy Wordsworth's to Hemyl 
Crabb Eobinson refers to the children thus : — 

". . . They are sweet wild creatures. John is thought I 
ful with his wildness; Dorothy alive, active, and quick J 
Thomas innocent and simple as a new-bom Babe, Joh: 
had no feeling but of bursting joy when he saw me 
We had delightful weather when 1 first got home, but c 
the fourth morning Dorothy roused me from my sleep with ' 
' It ia time to get up. Aunt, it is a ilast>/ morning, it 
does blast so ! ' and the next morning, not more encouraging 
3 says, ' It ia a haUy morning, it haila so hard ! ' 
Tou must know our house stands on a hill exposed to 
all kuils and blasts, and the cold seemed to cut me through 
and through." 





CHAPTER XXV. 

WOBDSWORTH AND COLERIDGE ; MISUNDERSTANDING AND 

RECONCILEMENT. 

During the years in which Wordsworth lived in the 
Grasmere parsonage, he had other trials than the loss 
of his children. Repeated reference has been made, both 
to the strength of the tie that bound him to Coleridge^ 
— the almost unique character of their friendship — and 
to the differences that separated them on many points. 
Readers of the previous chapters, detailing the life at 
Alfoxden and Dove Cottage, do not need to be reminded 
of the former element ; but the latter, which led to some 
misunderstanding, and almost separated the friends for two 
years, must also be referred to. It is, indeed, a matter of 
public notoriety, from the allusions to it in Henry Crabb 
Robinson's Diary and Beminiscences (see vol. i. p. 484), 
and (although in a concealed way) in Allsop's Letters of 
Coleridge, It cannot, therefore, be passed entirely over, 
either in a Life of Wordsworth or of Coleridge, and buried in 
the oblivion in which it might otherwise have rested. But 
in what I shall now say of it, while simply stating the 
facts that have come to my knowledge, I think I shall not 
give pain to anyone. 

It is a very curious illustration from literary history of the 

Little rift within the late, 

That by and by will make the music mate, 

and of the singular way in which a wholly baseless mis- 
reading of a phrase, or misconstruction of a remark 
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(inaccunitely reported) may, if recalled and brooded on, 
give rise to the saddest temporary results. If the mis- 
nnderstandiiigs of friends should be speedily forgotten, 
the quarrels of authors should be buried in their graves ; 
and the only reason for dwelling for a little on the cloud, 
at first no bigger than a man's hand, that rose up between 
two such men as Coleridge and Wordsworth — and for a time 
darkened the tirmameat of their friendship — is the light it 
casts upon the character of each, and on features, hitherto 
unsuspected, in both of them. It must also Ire remembered 
that, as time passes, the wisdom of dealing with such a 
matter changes ; and that what it was inexpedient to reveal 
at the time of its occurrence, or for a couple of generatioos 
afterwards, may become expedient seventy years later. 
That a great change had come over Coleridge 
after he went north to Cumberland in 1800, a change whit 
affected lioth his physical constitution, his imagination, and 
his moral nature — and which was perhaps largely physical 
to begin with — is known to every student of his life. The 
I poem which he named Dejection; An Ode is the pathetic 
record of that change. We must remember that Cole- 
ridge had been a physical sufferer, almost from his 
childhood, and we must judge him, if we are disposed 
to be critical, with corresponding tenderness. The rheu- 
matic fever of his boyhood, and other ailments — which did 
not interfere either with his joyous energy, or with his 
literary productiveness, in the years of his " poetic prime" — 
at last brought acute suffering in their train. These 
sufferings were aggravated by the damp climate of the 
Lake District ; and to alleviate tliese he had recourse to 
various expedients. He was, to a certain extent, his own 
doctor ; and what led him to resort to opium, to allevi 
hiB pain, is best told in his own words. 

In 1S26 he wrote that he had been "ignor&ntly deli 
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the Beeming magic effects of opium in the sudden 

moval of a supposed rheumatic affection, attended with 

palpitation of the heart, and pains all over me, by which 

I had been bedridden for nearly six months. Unhappily, 

amongst my neighbours' and landlord's books were a large 

inimber of medical reviews and magazines. I had always 

I fondness for dabbling in medical writings ; and in one of 

reviews I met a case which 1 fancied very like 

my own, in which a ctire had been eflected by the Kendal 

^Black Drop. In an evil hour I procured it ; it worked 

miraclea, the pains vanished. I was all alive, and all 

around me being as ignorant as myself, nothing could 

exceed my triumph. I talked of nothing else, prescribed 

Uthe newly discovered panacea for all complaints, and 

ried a little about with me, not to lose any oppor- 

Ktunity of administering ' instant and speedy cure ' to all 

lomplainers, stranger or friend, gentle or simple," This 

describes as " the Maelstrom, the fatal whirlpool to 

prhich I was drawing, just when the current was beyond 

my power to stem." 

The extraordinary transformation of Coleridge's nature, 

irhich dates almost from his first visit to Keswick, at the 

Luing of the century, will be told with fulness and 

authority in the Life which his grandson is now Writing. 

Although he wrote one very fine poem afterwards — the lines 

addressed to Wordsworth, on hearing him read Tke Prelude 

^at Coleorton — I think it may be said that Coleridge the 

jative poet died about 1802 ; while about the same date, 

KOoleridge, the mystic metaphysician and tbeosophist, revived. 

Ett is also certain that in his case the habit of opium-eating, 

Kwhile begun with the view of alleviating pain, induced a slow 

Itmt steady weakening of the will, and a gradual deteriora- 

I tion of character. It was not only that each " visitation " of 

e malady suspended " what Nature gave bim at his birth," 
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viz., his " shaping spirit of Irangination." It was also thai 
the use ot this stimulant dulled his perception of the dis- 
tinctions of conduct, and blunted the edge of his mind even 
to the consequences of actions. 

His stay at Malta, his return to England, and his residence 
at Allan Bank, hare been referred to Ju previous chapters 
and certain it is that the Wordaworths did not cease to feel 
towards him the old friendship of the Quantock days, 
1801-2 the stanzas were written by Wordsworth in his pocl 
copy of Thomson's Casth of Indolejice, in which he says :- 

And, Hooth, these two were each to the other dear; 
No livelier love in such a place could be ; 
There did they dwell — from earthly labour freo, 
Aa happy eptrita as were ever seen. 

And Dorothy Wordsworth wrote of Coleridge in Novembc 
1801 : — "Every s^ht and sound reminded me of Coleridg 
— dear, dear fellow, of his many talks to us, by day and 1 
night, of all dear things. I was melancholy, but at ] 
eased my heart by weeping. ... Oh ! how many, 
reasons have I to be anxious for him." 

But there can be no doubt, from the letter written l 
the Beaumonts in 1806, that the Wordsworths wi 
of the fact that Coleridge had begun to yield to the use o 
stimulants ; and, although this produced no alienation 1 
tween the households, it gave acute pain to the WordsworUi 
and to Sarah Hutchinson. They must have seen a j 
deal more than anyone of them ventured to record diu 
the winter that Coleridge lived at Allan Bank. But befoi 
that winter of 1809 Wordsworth wrote a most pathetx 
poem, which may possibly refer to Coleiidge. It is callet 
simply A Complaint — 

There ia a change — ftnd I am poor ; 
Your love hnth been nnt long ago 
A fountain at my fond heart's door, 
Wboee only biutuess was to flow ; 
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Aud Sow it did ; not t&kiog heed 
Of ita own bounty, or my need. 

(compare this with the atanzaa written in Thomson's Castle 

of Indolence), and then he tells lis : — 

Now for that consecrated fount 

Of miinnuring, sparkling, living lore, 



No clue has, as yet, been given to the peraon referred to in 
that poem. All that Wordsworth said to Miss Fenwick was 
that it was " composed at Townend, and suggested by a 
change in the manner of a friend." Now, we know all 
Wordsworth's friends of that period. He cannot have re- 
ferred to any of his Grasmere neighbours ; and the poem is 
far too intense, and the pain it records must have been too 
arrowy, for the cause of it to have been any common 
friend. The very pathos of The Complaint seems to lie in 
this, that "it was thou, mine own familiar friend." If it 
refers to Coleridge, it must, I think, be an echo from the 
years before his departure for Malta. Leaving this point 
undetermined — for in truth there are no means of settling 
it — and returning to Coleridge, the wide chasm in intel- 
lectual sympathy which divided him from his wife ended 
in real domestic unhappiness. He said himself that he was 
" worse than homeless." Doubtless Mrs Coleridge knew 
about the opium-eating. She was a good woman, and an 
admirable mother, but quite incapable of being a fit life- 
companion to aucb a man aa Samuel Taylor Coleridge, 
The companionship be missed in Keswick he found at 
Grasmere; and, in particular, in Mrs Wordsworth's sister, 

I Sarah Hutcliinson. To her he dictated Tlie Friend; and 
she was the most willing of scribes. But when the truth 
began to be known at Grasmere as to Coleridge's habits, 
and when The Fritnd broke down, and Coleridge himself 
became so erratic and careless as to money obligations that 
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Southey remonstrated with him — when the feelings of the 
hour conquered " the reason," which it was the main object 
of Coleridge's philosophy to vindicate — it is not to be 
wondered at that Wordsworth should grow increasingly 
anxious as to his future, and even approve of his leading 
Keswick (where he had no real home, and no definite 
work), since he might, at least, obtain the latter in the 
South, But it is with the facta of the case, and not with 
a criticism of them, that I have to do. 

In the autumn of 1810, Coleridge left Grasmere, and 
journeyed up to London with Mr and Mrs Montagu. 
Dorothy Wordsworth travelled up to town at the same 
time, but they took different routes After a few days' 
residence with the Montagus, he left them, and took np his 
abode with Mr John T. Moi^n, an early Bristol friend, now 
living at Hammersmith. Wordsworth, supposing that Colo- 
ridge would stay for some time, if not permanently, in Mon- 
tagu's house, thought it desirable and friendly to give 
Montagu some hint of Coleridge's habits, and of the cause 
of the difference that separated S. T. C. from his own 
family, as it had given acute pain and distress to his (Words- 
worth's) household, including Miss Hutchinson. Montagu 
took Coleridge up to London in his carriage ; and now we 
reach the precise cause of the future estrangement or 
difference between the friends. Wordsworth, in the kindest 
way, and from the best of motives, warned Monttigu at 
what he might exi>ect to find in S. T. C. But Montagu 
told Coleridge that Wordsworth had commissioned him to 
aay that " he had no hope " of Coleridge, that he had been 
a nuisance in the Wordsworth family, and had contracted 
debts for gin in the public houses of Grasmere village. Tliia 
ia Coleridge's version of Montagu's story. Wordsworth 
denied that he had ever said sa 

It is quite certain — and it is much to Wordsworth's 
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redit — that he gave Montagti a private warning of what he 

aight have to meet, and deal with ; but it is tioI certain — 

', it is very doubtful, and, to my mind, highly improbable 

—that Montagu said all that Coleridge afterwards repre- 

1 him as having said. I believe that Montagu exag- 

d what Wordsworth said, and that Coleridge exaggerated 

SMontagu said. Tlie fact that — two years later, when 

yCrabb Robinson effected the reconciUation— Coleridge 

ixefused to meet Montagu along with Wordsworth, and 

I would not consent that he and Montagu should together be 

lined by Wordsworth, is to me conclusive proof 

I that exaggerated statements were made both by Montagu 

I and by Coleridge. The fact remains, however, that Cole- 

I lidge and Wordsworth were for two years " estranged " ; and 

I that, although the breach was healed, and the misunder- 

I standing removed, they never returned to the old famiUar 

I intimacy. But such a thing iiever returns, in human experi- 

nce, when once it is overshadowed by cloud. 

In the extraordinary letter which Coleridge wrote to his 

I friend Allsop, dated Bamsgate, October 8, 1822*, he 

I says : — 

1 I "In the course of my past life I count four griping and 
jorrows, each of which seemed to have my very 
L heart in its hands, compressing or wringing. The first, when 
I the Vision of a Happy Home sank for ever. . . . The second 
Fcommenced on the night of my arrival (from Grasmere) in 
I town, with Mr and Mrs Montagu, when all the superstructure 
I ndsed by my idolatrous fancy during an enthusiastic and 
I aelf-aacrificiug Friendship of fifteen years — the fifteen bright 
I and ripe years, the strong summer of my Life — burst like a 
f bnhhle. . . . My third sorrow was in some sort included in 
I Becond ; what the former was to Fiiendship the latter 

See LtUtri, Converitaiiotu, and BteoUectUnu of S. T. Coleridge (1836), 

roL u. p. 140. 
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was to a yet more inward bond" The fourth need not be 
referred to. It is to the second and the third that the 
interest chiefly turns ; and there can be no doubt that th» 
former refers to Wordsworth, and the latter to Saiab 
Hutchinson. 

I must not anticipate the interest of oiher works by 
giving any details of Coleridge's life at this time, or of his 
subsequent work in London, in writing for The Courier and 
Momijig Post, and lecturing on Shakespeare, Milton, &c 

The following extract, however, from a letter of Southey'a 
to Sir George Beaumont, shows how ht regarded the malady 
under which his friend and relative suffered : — 

" Kmwick, ifarch 28, 1811. 

" Tlie more necessary it becomes for Coleridge to exerd 
liimself in providing means for meeting the growing de-^ 
mands of his children, the more incapable, by some stranga 
and fatal infirmity, does he become of exertion. Knowing) 
his prodigious powers, and that there is no bodily disease- 
which incapacitates him, so that the mere effort of hia own 
will would at any moment render liim all that his friends 
and family vdsh him to be, it is impossible not to fed A 
hope that that effort will one day be made ; yet this it 
hoping for an intellectual and moral conversion, a new birth 
produced by an opemtion of grace, of which there is no 
example to encourage us to hope for it." 

What Southey ndds may be given, as it bears upoft 
Wordsworth, although it is a slight digression from tha- 
Coleridge incident. 

'■ Wordsworth passed a few days with me lately. The 
enclosure of Skiddaw is likely to put him in possession of 
the eastern side of Applethwaite glen. We walked up it 
together in the character of surveyors, planning walks and 
plantations, and wislung it were but as easy to build houses; 
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as castles. You must come to Keswick this summer if you 
ever wish to see Stdddaw again iu his majesty. The 
Borface will soon be scored with inelosures, and stuck over 
with larches." 

n the autumn of the same year, writing to Sir George 
from Keswick after a visit to London, Southey said: 
Coleridge was the last person whom I saw in the neigh- 
Iwurbood of Loudon. He told me at parting that he would 
\)e at Keswick before me. Here, however, I am, and there 
■re no tidings of Coleridge. I found him in better health 
than usual, and, better still, m better habits ; and while I 
see hiiTi so well employed as be has lately been- in The 
Courier, I shall not urge him to leave town. Well em- 
^oyed must be said rather in reference to his no-employ- 
ment than to the manner in which snch talenta ought to be 
directed. The way in which they would be most beneficial 
would be if be held a confidential situation with some man 
in power, either at home or abroad. I do not know that 
man in the world whose wisdom would then appear so 
practical" 

During 1811 Coleridge's correspondence with the whole 
rf the Wordsworth household ceased, although they managed 
to heaj of him from friends ; and writing to Sir George Beau- 
mont, in November of that year, Wordsworth asked him 
if he had seen Tlie Courier newspaper, for it contained " a 
little poem upon the comet, which I have read in it to-day. 
Though vrith several defects, and some feeble and con- 
Btrained expressions, it has great merit, and is far superior 
to the run, not merely of newspaper, but of modern jKjetry 
in general. I half suspect it to be Coleridge's, for though 
it is, in parts, inferior to him, I know no other writer of 
the day who can do so welL" 

To Sir George, Coleridge wrote in December 1811 : — 
" Tilt CoTiut I have never seen, or heard of it, yet moat 
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. true it is that I mjTBelf have composed some verses on the 
oomet ; but I am quite certain that no one ever saw them 
— for the best of all reasons, that my own brain is the only 
subatanc« on which they have beco recorded. I will, how- 
ever, consign them to paper, and send them to you with 
The Courier poem, as soon as I can procure it, for the 
curioaity of the thing." 

From some reason or other — probably to look after the 
papers, types, &c., used in the printing of The 
Coleridge went north to Penrith, in March 1812. 
journey was between his London Lectures on the Modem 
Poets — the last of which was delivered on Febmary 27 — 
and his new course on Shakespeare, which was begun on 
the 19th of May. ' 

Mrs Clarkson wrote to Henry Crabb Robinson from Buij^^^ 
on the 22nd April 18! 2 :— ^T 

"... It appears that C has been Ii\-ing for the 

last month at an inn at Penrith. The Morgans had written 
to Keswick to enquire after him. The bookseller had 
written to him urging Idm to come up with The Friend. 
His picture was wanted for the Exhibition ; in short, 
there was a complete hue and cry after him. Not a 
soul knew what had become of him. At last Southey 
wrote to Mr Harrison of Penrith, and was informed 
that he was there ; so there is an end of The Friaul, 
and the articles for the Eclectic Review, and most likely 
of his Lectures also." ^ 

It is evident, however, that he must have written tl^| 
Grasmere ; because, in an undated letter to Moi;gan, 0^^| 
which the postmark is "Keswick, March 27, 1812," h^^| 
eaya : — H 

" I leave Keswick on Thursday evening, and shall take ^ 
my place from Penrith all the way to London on Saturday, 
. , . Tliis Grasmere business has kept me iu a fever o£ 
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agitation, and will end in complete alienation. I have 
lefused to go over, and Wordsworth has refused to 
apologise, and has thus made his choice between me 
and Basil Montagu, Esq." He speaks of his " reason 
deciding one way, and heart pulling rae the contrary — 
scarcely daring to set off without seeing them, especially 
Miss Hutchinson, who has done nothing to offend me" 

The most detailed and reliable account, however, both of 
the misunderstanding and the reconciliation of Coleridge and 
Wordsworth, is to be found in the Diary and Eeminiscences 
of Henry Crabb Eobinson — the estimable friend who was 
instrumental in bringing them together again. The following 
is from Robinson's Re^tiiniscences of the year 1812 : — 

"It was in the month of May that Wordsworth came 
to London, and spent several weeks here. I had now an 
opportunity of seeing much of bim ; also of rendering a 
service both to him and Coleridge, by being a mediator 
between them, and healing what at one time threatened 
to become an incurable wound in their friendship. W. 
had, with very kind intentions, given Basil Montagu a 
hint of C's unfortunate habits, which B. M. repeated with 
unwarrantable exaggeration. The excess was denied by W. 
What he did say was justified, and the friends forgave each 
other. 

The reconciliation was the easier, because though un- 
friendly words had been uttered by them of each other, yet 
they were warm admirers of each other's genius, and most 
ungrudgingly professed that admiration ; while, on the con- 
trary, neither of them thought very highly of Southey's 
poetical genius ; though hia personal character, and his 
talents as a prose writer and literateur, were very liighly 
^timated. 

Coleridge was at all times a profuse eulogist of Words- 
worth's poems, bat always with qualifications, and even 



174 



LIFE OF WOKDSWORTH. 



I with objectioiis lo W.'s diction and style, which, indeed, 

t 1m his printed. And he was passionate in his professiooE 

rd Jmrt to bim «b a mao ; but these professions expressed 

Hbot the fselii^ of the momoit Wordsworth's words might 

[ W oonsidend as aoaotutcitig bis permanent convictions. It 

B del^litful lo hear Wordsworth speak of himself when 

DB with him, and he was under no apprehension of being 

1 Bisandfltstood, and oonseqaently misrepresented. He said 

I ttat be was oonTinoed he oould never make his poems a 

■oane <A enolmnect, and being independent, he was content 

* If BMO an to become better,' he said, ' the poems will, 

MODer or later, find admirers. If society is not to advance 

r {b civiliatioD. it would be wretched selfishness to deplore 

I Uaj want of perscnal reputation. The approbation of a few 

fiyT**** for the want of popularity. But no one,' said 

L irBb ' bas completely miderstoad mo, not even Coleridge — he 

I il not b^^y enough. I am myself one of the happiest of 

; and do man who lives a life of constant bustle, and 

w b^tpineas depends on the opinions of others, 

Iffoaaililf oompnbend the best of my poems.' But 

load in his praise of the powers of C.'s 
t iritkh be said were greater than those of any 
rfca OTur know. From sooh a man, under bvourable iit 
['Aaenoes. anything might be hoped for. His genius 
I thought great, but his talauts he thought still greaC«r< 
And it is in the union of so much genius with so 
talent that he thought C. surpassed all other men. 
in a digression, remarked of himself that he had com- 
paratively but little talent ; genius was his peculiar 
fooulty. If (of which there can be no doubt) genius is 
properly creation and production from within, talent the 
&icalty of appropriation and assimilation from without 
then genius and talent will be given in a lotger proportita^ 
to Wordsworth and Coleridge respectively." 
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In the more detailed record of liis Diary, Eobiu30u gives 
le following particulars ; — 

Sunday, 3rd May 1812. — Left a card at Sir G. 
ieaumont's for Wordsworth. In return a call on Coleridge. 

Iter a. metaphysical tirade, Coleridge declared tliat when, 
many years ago, he began to think on philosophy, he set 
out from a passage in Proclus, at the point where Schelling 
appears to be. And here, with modifications, he, C, has 
remained. From Fichte and SchelHag he has not gained 
one great idea. To Kant liis obligations are infinite, not so 
much from what Kant has taught liim in the form of doc- 
trine, as from the discipline Kant has taught hirn to go 
through. Coleridge is indignant at the low estimation in 
which the post-Kantians affect to treat their master. At 
the same time Coleridge himself adds, Kant's writings are 
zut metaphysics, only a propaedutic. Were Coleridge in 
Germany he would not be suffered to hold this language. 
He would be forced to make his election between the 
Critical and the Absolute Philosophy, or he would be equally 
proscribed by both. 

Coleridge spoke to me for the first time about Worda- 
■wortb's quarrel with liim, and with permission for me to 
repeat to Wordsworth all he said. Coleridge has no ob- 
jection whatever to see Wordsworth eitlier alone or in 
the presence of friends ; but he will not consent to the 
proposal made that he should meet Wordsworth with 
Montagu in order that he and Montagu should be con- 
fronted. . . . ' I will write to Wordsworth a detail of all 
Montagu said to lue — I will confirm it with the most 
^-solemn of oaths — I will believe implicitly anything Words- 
iVorth saya.' . . . The result of all was a reiteration of his 
■willingness to see Wordsworth — his determination not to see 
Montago- I should add he spoke witli strong feelings of 
reverence for Wordsworth, , . , ' I should not have been 
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almost killed b; this affair if it had not been that I hai 
loved Wordsworth as a great and good man. I wouW 
have sacrificed even my etental reputatioii for him. And 
I should not have felt as I have done if I had not felt that 
I must love Wordsworth less than before.' Coleridge then 
burst out into strong exclamation. ' What friend have I 
ever lost I Who that ever did love me has ceased to love 
me ! . . .' 

3fay Sik — I delivered Coleridge's message to Words- 
worth, and this led to a long conversation and to a com- 
munication which Wordsworth gave me — viz., in answer to 
Coleridge's message, say to him the following : — 

Tliat he, W., denied most positively having ever given 
to M. any commission whatever to say anything as i 
him, W., to C. — that he said nothing to M. with any other 
than a friendly purpose towards both C. and M. — that 1 
was anxious to prevent . . . C. going into M.'s family^ 
because he knew that such an intimacy would be broken i 
soon as it was formed, and lead to very painful conse- 
quences. Under this impression only he spoke with '. 
But he takes blame to himself for being so intent upon 
obtaining this object, as to forget that M. was not a maa 
whose discretion could be safely trusted with even so mucb 
as be did say to him. . . . 

Neither did he ever saythat C. fiad hten a nuuance iit 
his faiaibj. He might have in the course of conveisatioiK 
and in reference to certain particular habits have used tha 
word nuisance, which is a word he frequently makes 
use of — but he never employed it as the result or siun> 
mary of his feelings towards C. — he never said he v 
nuisance. 

Further, he wished me to inform C. that he no longer 
wished to confront him and M. He was content to leave 
undetermined who had erred, but he expected from C. tbalr 
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when he, W,, had made this declaration, he, C, would give 
him credit for the truth of it, and not continue to use that 
language about him which he had done. 

. . . This I also stated to C. W, did uot deny having 
said, ' I have no hopes of him,' but, he added, I would not 
say 80 to C, because I would act as if I had hopes. Besides 
he has lately done more than I expected, and exerted himself 
beyond my hopes. On my observing to him that C possibly 
might require that W, should make his election between him 
and M., W. replied he could not do this ; he had never 
acted on this principle, and had he done so he should have 
quarrelled with every friend he has ; but, added he, if M. 
should assert that I said those things which I now deny, 
then I will never speak to him again. 

W. observed that C. had probably been so much 
lined by being forced to contemplate certain truths regard- 
himself that in refuge he sought to load him, W., with 
le blame. C.'s habits had, in fact, been of a kind which he, 
W., would not have endured but for the high estimation he 
had formed of C. W. with no faint praise then spoke of 
C.'s mind, the powers of which he declared to be greater than 
,tbose of any man he ever knew. Prom such a man, under 
ivonrahle circumstances, everything might be looked for. 
His genius he thought to be great, but his talents still 
greater ; and it was in the union of so much genius with 
so much talent that Coleridge surpasses all tiie men he 
ever knew. In a digression, to which this remark led, W, 
obeerved of Idmself that lie, on the contrary, had compara- 
tively little talent — genius is his characteristic quahty. If 
.us (in this relation) be creation and original production 
the stores of individual mind, and talent shows itself in 
power of appropriating and assimilating to itself the 
luct of foreign minds, and by so imbibing and adding to 
possessions the attainmentB of other minds, then I 
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have always given to W. and C. the respective superiority ia 
genius and talents. 

^^^K These are a few only of the many things said to me hy 

^^^HV. ... I proceeded immediately to C. What I said to him 

^^^^B> already stated in the preceding account of my convexsa- 

^^^H^on with W. . . . C. manifested certainly much more feeling 

^^^Hiihan W. He was greatly agitated, and affected evei 

^^^H tears. He promised to draw up the brief statement W. 

^^^P i«quested, and I am to have this on Sunday morning. 

But C. received W.'s declaration with less satisfaction than 

I could have wished. He said, ' Had W. nt jirst denied 

using the language employed by M.— had he Btat«d, 

" I said what I did say purely out of friendship, and I 

regret having said so much to a man like M." — the a£hiT 

would have been like a cobweb between W. and my love of 

him,' C. then burst into strong expressions of his love fw 

W. . . . C. further complained of W.'s taking part with M. 

— going at once to Ids house, &c., &c I observed to C. on 

this, that his not calling at W.'s, when lately in the Lakes, 

sufficiently justified W. in not seeking him, C. did not 

satisfactorily answer me on this head . . . 

Saturday, 9ik May 1812. — . . . A call on C. Lamh, 
, . . He is of opinion that any attempt to bring W. and C 
together must prove ineffectual. Perhaps he tliinks it 
chievous. He thinks W. cold. It may be so. Healthful 
coolness is preferable to the heat of disease. He thinks 
W.'s arrival at London a most unhappy thing for C, who 
apprehends his presence at Sir G. Beaumont's will operato^ 
to his disadvantage. Lady B. has taken twenty ticketSi 
but she has procured no other subscribers. C. ia certainly 
disturbed hy W, being in town. 

Sunday, lOfA May 1812. — Called by appointment on 
Coleridge. I found him writing the promised statement.. 
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. . . The statement contained the most indubitable internal 
evidence of truth. The facts are nearly those anticipated 
in W.'s denial on Friday ; and the paper, though not elabor- 
ately drawn up or artfully written, produced the due effect 
on W.'s mind, to whom I carried it immediately, and with 
whom I spent the remainder of the morning. W.'s con- 
versation was very interesting; much was confidentiaL . . . 
Monday, Wth May 1812. — At half-past ten with W. 
The morning was spent in answering C's statement, which 
he had great difficulty to do, because he had to reconcile 
most exact truth and sincerity with giviug his friend the 
least possible pain, . . . The purport of the lutter was 
a denial most direct and comprehensive, that he had given 
to M. any commission whatever to say anything to C. 
. . . An expression of his belief in C. ; sincerity in 
making the statement, and at the same time of liis wish 
not to enquire whether ho misunderstood M„ or M. mis- 
understood him, W., or how the misapprehension originated. 
W. declares that the love and affection he bears to C, and 
that C. he trusts bears to him, do not need a solution of 
these difficulties. But should C. still entertain doubts, then 
he, W., would require to have his declaration confirmed by 
M., though this might lead to an opening of tlie difficulties 
between C. and M. This was the effect of the letter. The 
conversation that accompanied the writing of it was highly 
interesting, and exhibited W, in a moat honourable light. 
ffis integrity, his purity, his delicacy are alike eminent. How 
preferable is the coolness of such a man to the heat of C. 

. . For C. he expressed an admiration quite 
enthusiastic, and whose goodness of heart too he praised, 
He made observations, it is true, which would have pained 
C. to hear, but these were dictated by necessity, and were 
never made in any other than an affectionate spirit. . . ." 
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The following lettera from Coleridge to Wordswortli 
explain themselves : — 

" Monday Afitmoon, 3 &doai, 



Mr Dear Woedsworth, — I declare before Goi 

Almighty that at no time even in my sorest affliction did 
even the possibility occur to me of ever doubting your word, 
I never ceased for a moment to have faith in you, to I 
and revere you : though I was unable to explain an nnl 
nes3, which seemed anomalous in your character. DoaUl 
less it would have been better, wiser, and more worthy Q 
my relation to you, had I immediately written to you a f 
account of what had happened — especially as the person's 
language, concerning your family, was such as nothing but 
the wild general counter-pan^yric of the same persoiL 
(almost in the same breath) of yourself — as a couvei 
&c., could have justified me, in not resenting to the nttd 
most. . . . 

[He gives a lengthened list of circumstances whid 
seemed to justify his misunderstanding, and adds,] All th« 
added to what I mentioned in my letter to you, may r 
justify, but yet must palliate, the onli/ offence I ever c 
mitted against you in deed, or word, or thought — that ifl 
the not writing to you and trusting instead to ou 
friends. Since I left you, my pocket-books have 
only fuU confidants ; and though instructed by prudei 
write so as to be intelligible to no being on earth but your- 
self and yonr family, they for eighteen months together 
would furnish proof that in anguish or in duration I j 
never ceased both to honour and love you. 

S. T. COLEMDQK. ' 
I need not say, of course, that your presence at 
Lectures, or anywhere else, would be gratifying to me." 
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Hie death of Wordsworth's son Thomas has been already 
referred to. Shortly after it occurred, Coleridge wrote to 
the ^ther thus : 

"71 BEIUIKH8 Street, 
Monday, Noon, Itk December [1B12], 
Write ? My deareat Friend ! O that it were in my 
power to be with you myself instead of my letter. The 
Lectui-es I could give up ; but the rehearsal of my Play com- 
mences this week, and upon this depends my best hopes of 
leaving town after Christmas, and living among you as long 
as I live. Strange, strange are the coincidences of things ! 
Yesterday Martha Fricker dined here, and after tea I bad 
asked question after question respecting your children, first 
one, then the other, but more than all, concerning Thomas, 
till at length Mrs Morgan said, ' Wliat ails you, Coleridge ? 
Why don't you talk about Hartley, Derwent, and Sara?" 
And not two hours ago (for the whole family were late from 
bed) I was asked what was the matter with my eyes ? I 
told the fact — that I had awoke three times during the 
' night and morning, and at each time found my face and 
part of the pillow wet with tears. ' Were you dreaming of 
I the Wordaworths ? ' she asked — ' Of the children ? ' I said, 
' No ! not so much of them, but of Mrs W. and Miss 
I Hutchinson, and yourself and sister. . . .' 

dearest Friend ! what comfort can I afford you ? 
I What comfort ought I not to afibrd, who have given you so 
[ much pain ? Sympathy deep, of my whole being. . . . 
[ In grief and in joy, in the anguish of perplexity, and in the 
[ fulness and overflow of confidence, it has been ever what it 
There is a sense of the word. Love, in which I never 
I felt it but to you, and one of your household ! I am distant 
\ from you some hundred miles, but glad I am, that I am uo 
\ longer distant in spirit, and have faith, that as it has 
1 happened but once, so it never can happen again. An 
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awful truth it seems to me, and prophetic of our future, as 
well as declarative of our preseot real natiire, that one mere 
thought, one feeling of suspicion, jealousy, or resentment can 
remove two human beings farther from each other tliaii 
winds or seas can separate their bodies. , . . — I am, affeo _ 
tionately and truly yours," S. T. CoLEHnnsK." 

It is a psychological riddle that the writer of the last 
letter could ever again misjudge hia friend. But Coleridge's 
conduct to the Wordsworth household during 1813 w«- 
strange. Perhaps he expected a more gushing reply from 
Wordsworth to this letter of the 7th December thaa 1 
actually did receive. I fancy there were phrases and a 
meats in it. which the Wordsworth household did not likt 
and that no immediate reply was sent to Coleridge 

Several letters from Mrs Clarkson, Eusmere, to HeiU| 
Crabb Robinson, show that she took the same view 
tlie misunderstanding as Kobinson did. She was iutimatelj 
acquainted with the details of the affair on all its sides: 
and in March 1813, she wrote thus to her friend. Ths 
letter is undated, but its postmark is London, March 10. 

" My Dear Friend, — I wished much when you weifl 
here to have told you what I thought of Coleridge, but yoO 
seem to me to be afraid of being drawn into any impleasanlf 
embassy. You need not, however, fear me. I should 
certainly not employ you on any message merely personal ti 
C. and myself. But I have received a letter from Grasmere, 
which has disturbed me more than I can express. C, as I 
told you, wrote to them several times after the death of 
little Tom, and said that he would go down to them, were ii 
not that he thought he ought to wait for the fate of h 
Tragedy, but he would certainly go were it successfuLj 
Wilham and Dorothy have both written to him to say thf 
nothing would do W. so much good, aa his company i 
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wnversation. He has taken no notice whatever of these 
letters — he sent a copy of the Play to Southey, — none to 

Q ; and they have heard by a letter from Mr Morgan to 
.Boulhey or Mrs C, that C. is going out of town to the aea- 
ude! ! I Imagine them in the depths of sorrow, receiving 
Qaa cutting intelligence. I sent him a note yesterday, tell- 
:ing him that I was going out of town on Satui-day, that I 
wished pailicidarly to see him, and begging him either to 
here to-day, or to fix a time, or that I would go to 
temers Street I sent the note by the footman, but he 

i out, and woidd not be in till five o'clock. It is now past 
tliree o'clock, and I have heard nothing from liim. ... I am 
earnestly exhorted from Grasmere to go and see Mm. Now, 
iGOuld you, without much inconvenience, spare time to go 
with me to Bemers Street, if I were to call on you iu 
Hatton Gardens ? , . , I feel an invincible dislike to intro- 
duce myself to the Morgans. Whom the Lord loveth he 
ehaateneth — and C, if he love anybody but himself, he 
ahowa it by tormenting them. For my part I grow callous, 
yet in the innermost depths of my heart, I pity hira. I 
have had two or three notes from him, which I will show 
you. I have not the least disposition to reproach him, and 
if he would but lay liia complaints before me, I think I 
iBOuld remove the cloud from his judgment, if indeed it be not 
il cloud which he has wilfully placed here to excuse his 
B^lect of every duty. The account of the state of the 
bmily at Grasmere would make your heart ache — supposing 
myself to have been deeply injured — would one wish for a 
more noble triumph than to fly to the succour of the friend 
who had inflicted the wound at a time when that friend 
1 by affliction, even supposing the being to be a 
character ? What then when such an one as our 
■ friend Mr W. asks aid. 

And after all, what has C, suffered compared with the 
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misery which he has inflicted ? He does not give pain, I 
know, for the sake of giving pain ; but who does, except the 
arch-fiend ? 

I shall call at Hatton Garden. ... It is a comf* 
that I have some friends on whose virtues I can pril 
myself, and you are among the number. — Tour affecdoi 
friend, C. C." 

Mrs Clarkson again wrote to Robinson from Romford o 
the 29th March of the same year. 

" My Dear Friend, — I am very much obliged to you for-* 
your letter, though there were one or two sentences in it 
which gave me inexpressible pain. I cannot be angry with 
Mary Lamb, but it is evident that she is not fit to be judge 
in the case before us. ' W. can now afford to take a 
journey or anything,'* This remark shows an ignorance not 
only of W.'s character, but of human nature itself. Was it 
ever known that money could cnre any evil but poverty? 
. . . What is to be desired is that C, should have the feel- 
ings towards them wliich would induce him to go. He had 
those feelings when he wrote, and said that nothing but Iiia 
play kept him from them. They rehed on that assertion 
with imphcit faith. Wordsworth expressed hia feelings when 
he wrote to C, lest the other should neglect his own interest 
to go to him. Dorothy wrote to me, ' I am sure he will come 
if his play is successful,' If he had but the courage to say 
that his heart fails him — that he cannot beai- to be so near 
Keswick — but that he would meet W, at some other place. 
After all I do incline to think with M, L, that there ia 
something amongst them which makes it perhaps better that 
they should not meet just now. I am, however, quite sure 
that nothing Uke indifference towards him exists on their 
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part, and also that it rests with him entirely to recover all 
that he haa lost in their hearts. 

I am very glad that I have seen him, though I have 
gained nothing in hope or comfort concerning him. Yet I 
aeem to have gained strength by it, which will, I trust, 
support me through the agony which I shall have to bear, 
whenever it pleases God to remove him from this world. 
It cannot be so great as that which I suffered for the 
extinction of his poetical life — weak creature, that I am. 
Even now I cannot help wishing that the pang had been 
made easier to me. Had he stayed another month at 
B[ury St Edmund], the truth, the awful truth, would have 
been revealed by alow degrees — he too would have been 
forced to have acknowledged it. He could not have gone 
back into that gloomy circle on which he has walked for 
■8. He could not have forgotten when I was there 
Tmchanged before him, that he had said, ' Catherine, I shall 
»oon be a poet again, you will make me a poet.' It is 
past, and I know by experience that 

There is a virtue in the atrength of love. 
Which makes & thing entlurable that else 
Would break the heart 

I mean that he must have acknowledged that the 

cause of failure was in himself. He went to G 

[? Grasmere], and it was put upon the change he found 
tbera He found in me a being capable of sympathising 
with him. It would have made me supremely happy to 
have been the means of restoring him to himself. My 
husband would have valued me the more for having done it. 

My path is clear before me. . . . Wlienever the oppor- 
tunity occurs, I will seek him out — soothe him with kind- 
ness greater than woman's — the kindness, the compassion 
of angels when they pity human frailty. Jf.B. — You must 
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consider this as a figure of speech. It looks as if I thought 
myself an angel ! 

1 have written to him to ask him to come hither. I do 
not expect that he wilL If he does, I shall hope that 1 
may be able to do away some of the false nodons which he 
entertains respecting W. and his household. I may also 
learn something from him, which may be the ground of a 
letter to them, and which may bring about a thorough 
reunion. At all events, it is not fit that he should go to 
them in the present state of his feelings. It might give 
him a handle to justify himself in future no-doings (I will 
not say mis-doings), and this would be doing injustice to 
the Morgans — injustice to the children and their mothei'. 
And now, having finished my Elegy, I shall conclude 
Milton, 

To-morrow to fresh woods and pastures new. 



"•^ 



If I do not hear better accounts from Grasmere, I 
make an effort and go and see them, I think they will be 
better when they get into their new house, and perhaps 
better than if they had mo^■ed into it immediately. Indeed, 
I see in the effects of these losses upon them the evil of 
living so entirely out of the world, especially in that 
country. I remember the effect which it had upon me. 
Those mountains give a character of permanency to every- 
thing else. After middle life is past, the buoyancy of youth 
is gone. We have more need of variety in our occupations, 
our associates, &c. If human life is to be an uninter- 
rupted scene of happiness, then retirement in a beautiful 
country, with books and a few friends and intimates, would 
be enough and more than enougii. But liable as all things 
here are to change, we should provide against accidents. 
Our friends have no acquainlances. They have neighbours, 
but in their present cii-cumstances they need the sight of 
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equals who are not intimate friends, in whose company they 
must put some restraint upon themselves, and in return 
they would be won from their sadness by hearing of other 
things — the goings on of life in various ways. ... In the 
end, no doubt, this acquisition to their income will be a great 
good — it will enable them to obey the generous impulses of 
their nature. It will relieve the females from a great deal 
of hard work, which they have performed most cheerfully, 
but which has certainly at times been prejudicial to them. 
It will raise them in the opinion of the world, and increase 
their usefulness, and what is the greatest good of all, it will 
release Wordsworth's mind from all anxiety about money. 

If you hear anything about Remorse being played again, 

let me know. 

• .•••• 

— ^Tour very afiFectionate friend, 

C. C." 

M<mday, 29^A March 1813. 
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In the previous chapter a few details of Wordsworth's 
to London, in May 1812, have been given. Some addi 
tional imrticulars of this visit are recorded in Heniy Crab) 
Bobinson's Diary ; and as Wordsworth's literary jut^mente, 
on his contemporaries and others, are disclosed in these 
jottings in an interesting way, extracts from the Diaries 
may be added in this chapter. 

One or two notes from the previous year, however (181 1]| 
so far as they bear on Wordsworth, Coleridge, Lamb, i 
may serve as a preface to^the Diary of 1812. 

■'/an. 8, 1811. — Spent part of the evening with Charle 
Lamb and his sister, , . . We spoke of Wordsworth and Cole 
ridge. C L., to my surprise, asserted Coleridge to be 1 
greater man. He preferred the Mariner to anything WJ 
had written. W., he thought, is narrow and confined : 
his view compared with C* He does not, like Shakespea 
become everything he pleases ; but forces the reader to " 
submit to his individual feelings. This, I observed, lies very 
much in the Lyrical Character, and C. L. concluded by 
expressing his high admiration of W. He had read many 
of his things with great admiration, especially the Sonnets, 
which I had before spoken of as my favourites. C. L. also -_ 
spoke in high praise of ITart Leap Well, as one of W.'s : 
exquisite pieces, but did not think highly of The j 
gatherer. 
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March 13. — A call on Coleri(%e. . . . SpeakiDg of 

Southey, he said he deemed him not qualified to appreciate 

ish poetry. He was a jewel-setter ; whatever he read 

instantly applied to the formation and adorning of a 

"7- 

C. spoke of himself. He alluded to sufferings endured 
from the North, and to his difficulties in publishing the 
Friend. He said none of hia works had been popular ; and 
it was only from his connection with Southey, he supposed, 
that he was much known. 

June 11. — A pleasant chat with Coleridge. He explained 
lie ideai beauty as being formed from observing what is 
common to all individuals of a class, taking away from each 
individual that which is the result of accident in him. This 
explanation resolve.s the ideal into imiversality and gener- 
ality. I observed to C. that I had remarked that the 
caricatnre is the converse of the ideal, being the individu- 
ality of the tiling caricatured, without the general character, 

Oct. 9. — [After a descriptive analysis of Ckristahd.'l It 
JB written in irregular rhyme, and was lent to Walter Scott 
before the publication of any of his poems. C. and hia 
friends consider Scott as having stolen the verse ; but cer- 
tainly, except in the general form of the verse, there is little 
in common in the works of the two poets. Scott has caught 
all the arts of popularity which Coleridge despises, and he 
must therefore be content to forego its meed. The mystical 
gen timen tali ty of C, however, adorned by original imagery, 
can never interest the gay and frivolous, who are to be 
attracted by the quick succession of common place, and 
■musing objects; and, for the same reason, the deep glances 
finto the innermost nature of man, and the original views of 
ihe relations of things, which C.'s works are fraught with, are 
a stumbling-block and an offence to the milHon, not a charm. 
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[On the lOtli and 23rd November the Diary contains an 
admirable criticism of Fanst.^ 

May 13, 1812. — . . . The Wordsworths came to the 
Sergeant's (Rough's) to dinner. . . . W. talked at his ease, 
having confidence in hia audience. He spoke with respect 
of Lander's powers. The tragedy which he is now publish- 
ing has very fine touches, he says. He spoke of Eirke 
White. Both he and R. agreed in coBsidering him as a 
man of more talents than genius, and that the great correct- 
ness of his early writings was a symptom vmpromising as to 
his future works, He would probably have been rather a 
man of great learning than a great poet. . . . He assented 
to the observation that the secret of Scott's popularity lies 
in the conceptions which the million can at once compre- 
hend-* I asked him concerning Wilson's poems, . 
He said, '"Wilson's poems are an attenuation of mine. 
Everything he has he owes to ma' . . . This attenuation is, 
I have no doubt, the reason why the Edinburgh Reviewers 
are disposed to place bim above W. The moat significajit 
are the least admired of W.'s poems, for the very qualiti 
that make them most admu'able. . . . 

[I once met Jeffrey at Talfourd's. I managed to intro- 
duce the subject, and obtained from him the strange 
assertion, ' I was always an admirer of Wordsworth.' ' In- 
deed,' I answered, ' the Edinburgh Ecinew had a strange 
way of expressing admiration.' But JeSrey intimated the 
same sort of thing to Coleridge. Such declarations are 
worse than foolish.] To go back to this dinner at Rough's. 
Doctor Wordsworth was there. He and Rough were old 
college friends, and they retained a regard for each other. 
The Doctor and I sparred about the Bible Society, to which 



' It must be remembered that this judgment npoo the Potto* ot SooU 
ts poBiied 1>e[ore the NoBtla bad appeared. 
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^e was fiercely and at the same time plausibly opposed. I 

1 vain attempted then, as I have often done since, to urge 

Bon High Churchmen a coalition with Kationalistic Dis- 

■aenters against the Evangelical Chnrclmieu and the Cal- 

istic Dissenters. W. W., on the contrary, thought the 

ihorch had more to fear from the Latitudinarians than from 

Lihe Methodistic party on the bench of bishops. 

The same evening Wordsworth accompanied me to 
■Chas. Aikin, where were Mrs Barbauld, all the Aildns, 
ftjamsa Montgomery, the poet, Jane Porter, Roscoe, Yatea, 
u,apd the peculiar friends of the K's, There was a con- 
9 want of perfect harmony between Wordsworth and 
e Unitarian rational party — as well as the Orthodox party. 
hit he gave his hand cordially to James Montgomery ; and 
l-oi/ were eager to get near him. The homage was involun- 
jtary. He bad not then expressed the esteem for Mrs 
I 'Barbauld which he late in life avowed. At this time 
I "Wordsworth was accustomed to express something like 
1 bitterness towards both Mrs E, and Dr Aikin, on account 
tot their critical editions of the poets, by which they inter- 
1 oepted, he said, the natural judgments of unaffected readers. 
I This evening Wordsworth gave offence by suggesting that 
l possibly Sir Francis Burdett'a violent speeches might have 
to Bellingham the murdering of Percival ; saying 
I that when men conceived the idea of committing a horrid 
I act, they tried to conceal the enormity from themselves, by 
Ifancyjng a laudable motive. He was opposed by the 
Pyounger Roacoe. He said, 'Sir F. E.'s was a constitutional 
r speech. What were the people to do who were starving ? ' 
'Not murder people,' said W., ' unless they mean to eat their 
[ hearts.' He wished to see more of Montgomery, and liked 
[ Mr and Mrs Chas. Aikin. Of the others be said nothing. 



May 19. — Wordsworth has seen Coleridge several 
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times, and been much in his company ; but they have noi 
yet touched upon the subject of their correspoadence. 
Thus, as I lioped, the wound is healed ; but, as I observed 
to Mrs C. [Clarkson], probably the scar n 



" May 20. — . . . Evening party at Dr Blackbume'a. . 
Some commotion about Wordsworth. I was warm in 
praise. Montgomery seemed not displeased with my 
eulogy ; and, in a tete-&-tete, expressed his high admiration 
of liim. The study of the human heart, said M., is what I 
most delight in; and I know no writer so profound in all 
that respects the affections and feelings. The Leech-gaiherer 
he is a great admirer of, but dares hardly praise it in com- 
pany. The Camberlwnd Beggar he also referred to. I spoke 
severely of The Eclectic review of W. He pleaded in belialf 
of It ; and once again referred to it when I (addressing M.) 
said, he who so praised the better parts of W., had a right to 
censure what he does not love. 'And why not extend that 
to the Eclectic I ' said he ; so that a suspicion occurred to 
of bis being the author." 



4 
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May 24. — A very interesting day. . , . Joined Woi 
worth in Oxford Eoad, and we then got into the fields ani 
walked to Hampstead, We talked of Lord Byron. W. 
allowed bim power, but denied his style to be EugUsh. Of 
his moral qualities we think the same. lie adds that he 
believes Lord B. to be somewhat cracked. I read W. some 
of Blake's poems. He was pleased with some of them, and 
considered Blake as having the elements of poetry a thousand 
times more than either Byron or Scott : but Scott he thinks 
superior to Campbell I was for carrying down the descent 
to Rogers, but W. would not allow it Eogers has an 
effeminate mind, but he has not the bad obscure writing of 
Campbell. W. says a very large proportion of our nol 
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lilies are affected by hereditary insanity, as well aa of the 
lyal families of Europe. 
We met Mi^ Joanna Baillie, and accompanied her 
. W. was eloquent in arraigning the press as the 
,8ion of much evil by spreading dissatisfaction, and Miss 
concurred with him in thinking that the utter extinction 
>{ all love for the royal family, and the very slight attach- 
lent remaining to the constitution itself, are vary menacing 
IB of the times. . . . We dined with them and W. talked 
ith a great deal of eloquence, both on politics and poetry, 
id he was well listened to, and not effusively opposed, 
and on the state of the country W. always speaks excel- 
lently. . . . 

W., when alone, speaking of S.,* said he is one of the 
cleverest men now living. At the same time he justly 
denies him ideality in his works. He never enquires, says 
"W., on what idea Ms poem is to be wrought; what feeling 
«p passion is to be excited ; but he determines on a subject, 
and then reads a good deal, and combines and corrects 
industriously ; but he does not give Etnytliing which im- 
presses the mind strongly, and is recollected in solitude. 
This was always my opinion of S. 

We talked of Unitarians, and W. said he could not feel 
^^with the Unitarians in any way. Their religion allows no 
^Bpom for imagination, and satisfies none of the cravings of 
Hfee souL I can feel more sympathy with the orthodox 
^T)eliever, who needs a redeemer, and who, sensible of his own 
demerits, flies for refuge to him, than with the cold and 
rational notions of the Unitarians. 



► 



29. — . . .At Morgan's. . , , He had heard Cole- 
re's lecture t in the morning. He thinks C. makes a sad 



• Eridentiy Southsy. 

t BU fourth Lecture oa Comedy, etc. 
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confiiaion of mythology, meUiphyBics, &c. This I have i 
doubt is the general opinioH, nor is it unfounded. With 
such powers of original thought, and real genius, both philo- 
sophical and poetical — such as few men in any age have 
possessed — Coleridge wants certain minor qualities, which 
render his great powers almost inefficient and useless ; while 
most subordinate persons obtain all the fame he merits. . . 
A pleasant chat with C. apart, and afterwards with ff. 
more generally, C. very metapliysical. He adheres I 
Kant, notwithstanding all Schelling has written ; and b 
tains that from S. he has gained no new ideas. All S. has said,' 
he having either thought before, or found in Jacob Boehm. 

W. talked very finely on poetry. He praised Bums for" 
his introduction to Tam o' Siuintcr. He had given a poetical ' 
apology for drunkenness * by bringing together all th» 
eircimiatances which can serve to render excusable whak 
is in itself disgusting ; thus interesting our feelinj 
and making us tolerant of what would otherwise be i 
endurable. 

W. also praised the conclusion of Death and Dr Sbmbo^ 
He compared this with the abrupt termination of thi 
expected battle between Satan and the Archangel in MiltoOj 
but this remark did not bring its own evidence with it. 
took occasion to apply the praise given to Bums for th» 
passage quoted, to Goethe, and this led to my warm praise 
of him. C. denied merit to Torquato Taaso ; and W. 
seemed disposed to think little of it C. talked of the im- 
possibility of being a good poet without being a good man; 
and urged the immorality of Goethe's works as a proof h^ 
is not a good- poet. This I demurred to. 

May 31. Sunday. — A day of great enjoyment. At half' 



' It U h>rdlj aecesur; to add tha 
thraw emphasia on the word jiotticai. 
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pest ten I walked to Hampst«ad. ... At Hammond's I 
foond Wordsworth demonstrating to H. some of the points 

► of hia philosophical theory. Speaking of his own poems, 
W. said he principally valued them as being a tuw power in 
the literary world. At Hammond's was one of the Millars, r 
clergyman, a cousin of Hammond. He esteemed W. 
chiefly for the pure morality of his works. W. said he him- 

Iaelf looked to the powers of the mind liis poems call forth, 
;and the energies they presuppose and excite, as the standard 
by which they are to be estimated. W. purposes, as soon 
u hia two last volumes are out of print, to reprint the fuur 
volumes, arranging the poems with some reference, either 
to the fancy, imagination, reflection, or mere feeling con- 
tained in them. The Kitten and the Fallirtg Leaves, he 
^ speaks of as merely fanciful ; T}i6 Bighla-Tid Girl, one of the 

IV highest kind, being imaginative ; The Mappy Warrior, as 
^appertaining to reflection. In illustration of his principle of 
imaginative power, he quoted his Cuckoo : and in particular 
rihe "waTtdering ■soia" as giving local habitation to an 
IjEbstraction. I stated — as a compression of Wordsworth's 
Iz&tber obscure account of poetic abstraction — the following, aa 
|.the operation. The poet first conceives the essential nature 
\xA his object, and strips it of all its casualties, and acci- 
rdental individual dress, and in this be is a philosopher ; but, 
I to exhibit his abstraction nakedly would be the work of a 
Fmere philosopher; therefore he reclothes his idea, in an 
individual dress, which expresses the essential quality, and 
has also the spirit and life of a sensual object, and this 
transmutes the philosophic into a poetic exhibition. W. 
Lquoted the picture of the old man in TJui Lcechgathertr, and 
Sie simile of the Stone on the Eminence, as an instance of 
1 imaginative creation. 
W. spoke with contempt of Campbell as a poet, and 
llustrated his want of truth and poetic sense in his imagery 
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lose ftnaljais of a celebrated passage in The PUasuns 
f Bojpt. 

When Aiuitci^ giant of the W«fltem SUu", 
showing the whole to be a mere jumble of discordant images, 
meaning in fact nothing, nor convej-ing any distinct impres- 
sioa ; it being first uncertain who or what is the giant, and 
who or what is the star. Then the giant is made to hold k 
meteor standard, and to sit on a throne of clouds, and look 
(it is not apparent for what) on half the world. Gra/a 
line, speaking of the Bard's beard wliich — 

Streuned Ulce a meteor in the troubled &ir, 
W. also considered as ridiculous: and both passages he 
represented as being unmeaningly stolen from a fine line by 
Milton, in which a spe&r is, for its brightness only, compared 
to a meteor. 

W. spoke with great feeling of the state of the country. 
He considers the combinations among journeymen, and 
even the Benefit Societies, and all associations of men, 
apparently for the best purposes, as very alarming, W. 
anticipates a renewal of all the horrors of a war between tha 
poor and the rich ; a conflict of property with no property. 
Hammond believes that if masters have so great influence 
over their servants, if they do not forfeit it by gross mis- 
conduct, that the lower classes might be easily kept in 
order. I referred to the vast extent of business carried on 
by manufacturers for foreign consumption. The ancient 
relations between Master and Servant are utterly lost 
among this class ; and W. contemplated the manufacturing 
system aa a most menacing evil. 

W. spoke in defence of the Church Establishment, and 
on moral grounds said he would shed bis blood for it. He 
considered himself not virtuous enough for a clergyman : 
confessed he knew not when he had been in a church at 
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Our miniflters are such , . . creatures ; ' and he 
allowed U3 to laugh at this droll concession from a staunch 
advocate for the Establishment The mischief of making 
the clergy depend on the caprice or fashion of the mob he 
considered as more than counterbalancing all other evils ; 
Bud I agreed with him. . . . 

Wednesday, Jwne 3rrf. . . . — Went to Rough's, The poet, 
and Dean Wordsworth, &c., dined with us. . . . W. talked 
much about poetry. He was made to explain Fancy aa I 
opposed to ImagituUion, from which It results that fancy 
ibrms casual combinations, in which objects are united not 
nent relation — (which subsists and has its prin- 
'Ciple in the capacity of the sensible form produced to 
represent, and stand in the place of, the abstract intellectual 
conception) — but in a voluntary form of combination, which 
only expresses the fact of the combination, with little or no 
import beyond itself. This is the best explanation I can 
give. W. quoted as instance a fine description of cold from 
Cotton's Winter. [His own Kitten and (he Falling Leaves, 
I have mentioned before.] After tea he read lis Benjamin 
ihe Waggoner, a tale of more naivete than W. often displays, 
and with a fine description of a sailor travelling with his 
ahip in model, but I shall refer to it again. Walked with 
the Dr * to Lambeth Palace, and then with W. to the end of 
Oxford Road. He talked much of poetry, and with great, 
and to me, laudable freedom of his own poems. He said 
that perhaps there is as intense poetical feeling in his, aa 
in Shakespeare's works ; but in Shakespeare the poetical 
elements are mixed up with other things, and brought into 
unity. In Jiim, the poetry is rt-vner. He contrasted 
some fine lines from his verses on the Wye, with a popular 
from Lord Byron on Solitude. Lord B.'s is a coarse 
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but palpable assertion of the nature of solitude, with an 
epigrammatic conclusion. In W. the feeling is involved, 
and tlie thought clothed in poetic shapes. It is therefore 
no wonder that W.'s description should be forgotten, and 
Lord Byron's be in general circulation. 

On my saj-ing that S, * had praised his unpublished 
poems, as superior to those piiblished, W. seemed to resent 
this, rather as a depreciation of the latter than a praise of 
the former. Ho could not surpass what he had already 
written. They are the utmost energies of his mind. Before 
his Ballads were published, Tohin implored W. to leave out 
We are Seven, as a piece that would damn the book. It. 
became one of the most popular. He related this in answa 
to a remark that, by only leaving out certain poems, at tha 
suggestion of some one who knew the public taste, he miglit 
avoid giving offence. Rogers has said the same ; but W. 
gives no credit to the assertion. His sonnet, in which tha 
wild rose is compared to a village girl, he says is almost the 
only one of pure fancy. I also mentioned the one on thfl 
Ship. He said it expressed the delight he had felt in thinking 
of the first feelings of men before navigation had so com- 
pletely made the world known, to whom a ship exploring 
unknown regions was an object of high interest and 
sympathy. 

Thursday, -ilh. — ^Read this morning early the Proh 

to Peter Bell the Polter. It is so exquisite a play 

-im^ination, and contains so much of W.'s theory and 

I vindication of his practice, that I will give an abstract of it. 

llHe quotes the first stanza, and adds:] This little boat. 

Poetic Fancy, at least it may be considered as snolL 

Je poet at even finds himself seated in his canoe, and 

[apidly takes flight : and in a few words he lightly tonchsB 
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on the wonders of his voyage, and thia in a tone of levity. 

[Quotes second and third stanzas.] In other words, what 

1 are the fanciful sports of the mind which lead men far 

from home, compared with the excursions of feeling, which 

I are connected with the ordinary business of life. The boat 

The poet sees liis native town. Hi?) affections 

\ aie kindled. This excites the jealousy of bis little boat, 

who makes a speech telling of the fair tilings she can carry 

him to, and reproaching him with his faiut-heartednesa and 

unworthineaa ' In such a lively boat to sit, and make no 

better use of it,' It is necessary to sit in the very boat 

iteelf in order to enjoy its colloc|uy. The poet's reply, 

however, is intelligible, and expresses all that needs be said 

t in his apology. In this transition we have the example as 

well as the precept. What a spring from the ' long blue 

fields of ether ' and the ' ten thoiisand stars ' beneath the 

' wonderful canoe,' to Harry the churchwarden ! And yet, 

tiie poet will have plied his canoe in vain ; and I expect to 

hear this same churchwarden brought up in judgment 

against the author, . . . 

1 have heard W, speak of his poems of Fancy as if he 

deemed them not inferior to his poems of the Imagina- 

I 'tion, yet Lamb denies liim the former quality, wluch he at 

the same time gives to Southey. This poem might be 

construed into a confession of the want of that power — a 

I confession which, however, I believe he did not intend to 

[ make I 

Peter Bell the Potter is one of the most delightful of W.'s . 
} tales ; with Intinite imagination, and a great deal of pro- 
found psychology, interspersed with exquisite descriptions, 
psychological and natural 

5th. — At Flaxmau's read Peter Sell. Interrupted by 
Eogers the poet The conversation chiefly about Hayley 
the poet. Oh these catalogued poets ! It is quite pre- 
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posterous to iise tlie word, with a mind full of snch men as 
Wordsworth and Coleridge ! R.'s manneTS have something 
of the coldness of riches and rank. He speaks like a 
sensible man, but certainly his exterior presents none of the 
indications either of poetry or genius. 

JuTte 6fA. — Pe(er Bell contains one passage, so very 
exceptionable, that I ventured to beg him to expunge it. 
He said, ' Lady Beaumont has advised me to leave it out 
too. I win see whether I ought not to leave it oat" 
When it did at last appear, I was abroad at the time. I 
read a contemptuous review in the Timfs, with no other 
extract than this same passage, — the very worst to my taste 
that ever Wordsworth wrote. It is now expunged, and 
therefore may not be known to the nest generation of 
Wordsworth's readers. Its place is supplied by & picture as 
wild but not as ridiculous. I will copy it, as an illustra- 
tion of what a man who lives much alone and feeds on hia 
own fancies may bring himself to compose. Peter Bell 
looking into a pool of water — 

A st&rtliog Btght 

Meets hiiu beneath the ehaiiowj trees. 

Is it a. fiend thst to a. stake 

Of fire hiB desperate self ia tethering 1 

Is it a party in s, parlour, 

Crammud just as they on earth ware crammed, 

Some sipping punch, some sipping tea, 

Bat as you by their faces see 

All silent and all damned ? 
Mrs Basil Montagu told me she had no doubt sKe had 
suggested this image to Wordsworth by relating to him an 
anecdote. A person walking in a friend's garden, looking in 
at a window, saw a company of ladies sitting at a table near 
tlie window with countenances ^ed. In an instant he was 
aware of their condition and broke the window. He sav^ 
them from incipient suffocation. 
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Lamb did oot object to this rejected Btunza. He said, 
' It is full of imagination.' No doubt of that, and what if 
it were ? But though he did not object to that passage, he 
disliked the whole poem. He saw nothing good in it. He 
objected that the narrative ia slow. . . . My journal adds, 
' Aa if that were not the art of the poet' 1 might have 
said that to object to a want of progress in a poet is aa 
absurd as to object to the dancer that he does not get on. 
In both alike the object is to give delight by not getting on. 
. . . But I know no resource against the perplexity, arising 
from the diversity of opinion in those I look up to, but a 
determination to disregard all opinion, and keep to my own 
natural feeling. 

The Colliers, Wordswortha, and the Lambs joined to tea 
and supper at A. Robinson's. Wordsworth spoke freely on 
the character of Fox, to whom he denied the higher qualities 
of mind, — philosophy and religion ; and with reason denied 
his assertion of human rights on matters of religion, to be a 
proof of religion. On the poUtics of the time of the Irish 
Sevolution, he also spoke ; and attempted, but unsncceaafully 
against A. Robinson's attacks, to defend Coleridge's con- 
fliatency. He spoke of Johnson's style, and denied him 
style, aa well as poetry ; allowed his excellence in conversa- 
tion, and considered his false notions concerning the dignity 
of writing as the cause of his bad writing. There was, how- 
ever, no offensive oppoaitiou of opiuion during the evening. 
C. Lamb was very pleasant, and comfortable, and we broke 
off at the right time for him. 

June Wth. — At chambers I was unexpectedly visited by 
Wordsworth. He was come up from Bocking suddenly, in 
consequence of tidings of the sudden deatli of his daughter 
Catherine, a girl of four years of age, and he was going to 
write to Mrs Wordsworth. . . . Hia language was that 
which became a man, both of feeling and of strength of 
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mind, I walked with him to Coleridge; and we called on 
a Mr De Quincey, a friend who had lately visited the lakes, 
and was greatly attached to the little cliild. Mr Da 
Qumcey burst into t^ars on seeing Wordsworth, and seemed 
to be more affected than the father. 

June nth . . , Dined with De Quincey, who invited 

me cordially to visit his cottage in Cumberland. De Q. 
is, like myself, an enthusiast for Wordsworth. His person 
18 small, his complexion fair, and his air and manner 
those of a sickly enfeebled man, from which circumstance 
hia sensibility — which I have no doubt is "genuine — is in 
danger of being mistaken for a ruling and womanly weak- 
ness. At least coarse, and some robustly healthful persons 
will think so. His conversation is sensible, and I suppose 
him to be a man of information on general subjects. . . . 

[Under date, July 26, there is an admirable criticism of 
Goethe's Dichiiijig wnd tVdhrkdt, and on the 13th and 20th 
of August, an e-xcellent criticism of Faust.] 

Avg. \^th. — Coleridge praised WalUtistdv., but censured 
Schiller for " a sort of ventriloquism in poetry " — a happy 
term by the bye to express that common fault of throwing the 
feelings of the writer into the body, as it were, of other per- 
sonages, the characters of the poem. In Ruth, as it stands 
at present, there is the same fault, Wordsworth had not 
originally put into the mouth of the lovers many of the 
sentiments he now mentions, and which would have better 
become the poet himself." 



In tlie Diary, there is a long account of De Quincey, and 
«r his extreme kindness to Coleridge, but also of the un- 
mznuitable disclosures — in his papers on the " Poets of the 
e Country," first published in tlie Edinburgh Muga*i7u. 
V tlterwarda iu his own book — of private matters, of 
^^ became acquainted wliile a guest of the Words- 
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worths for some months. Wordsworth one day said to 
Bobinson, " with great earnestness," " I beg that no friend 
of mine will ever tell me a word of the contents of these 
papers." And I daresay he was substantially obeyed. It 
was a year or two afterwards (for these papers went on for 
a long time, and were very amusing), however, that I 
ventured to say, " I cannot help telling one thing that 
De Quincey says in his last number; that Mrs W. is 
a better wife than you deserve." "Did he say that?" 
W. exclaimed in a tone of unusual vehemence. " Did he 
say that ? That is 8o true, that I can forgive him almost 
anything else he says." Yet writing of Mrs W. in terms of 
the most extravagant eulogy, he could not refrain from 
concluding — " But she squints." 

As mentioned in Kobinson's Diary, Wordsworth went 
down to Wales at once for Mrs Wordsworth, and returned 
with her to the bereaved home at the Parsonage of 
Grasmere. 



CHAPTER XXVIL 



LIFE AT HYDAL MOUNT — THE DI3TRIB0TOR3HIP OF STAMPS , 

TODR IN SCOTLAND. 



Easlt in 1813, the Wordsworth family removed from 
Parsonage, Grasmere, to Ryda! Mount — a place that has' 
been more permanently identified with him than any of his 
former residences, although his best poetic work was dona 
elsewhere. This special association of Wordsworth with Bydal 
has perhaps arisen from hia long residence at it — thirty- 
seven years — from the numerous friends lie received as hia 
guests during these years of increasing fame, and from ths; 
singidar charm of the place itself. 

The Mount, oa it was in 1850, has been admirably de- 
scribed by the poet's nephew, in an early chapter of his 
Mevwirs. The house itself, the trees and evergreens, the 
mound in front, the terraces, the garden, its arbour, its old., 
well, Dora's field, the view of the surrounding country, asd 
the interior — all are photographed for us in that chapter. 
It has been subsequently written about, a score of times.* 
Wordsworth himself spoke of " the beauty of the situation, 
9 being backed and flanked by lofty fells, which bring the 
t heavenly bodies to touch, as it were, the earth upon the 
I mountain-tops, while the prospect in front hes open to a 
Llengtli of level valley, the extended lake, and a terminating, 
I ridge of low hills ; so that it gives an opportunity to 
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inhabitants of the place of noticing the stars in both the 
positions here alluded to, namely, on the tops of the 
moantains, and as winter-lamps at a distance among the 
leafless trees." 

On her coming to Rydal, Dorothy Wordsworth wrote 
thus to Mrs Marshall, from the Pai-sonage. 

"Rtdal MouitT, Thuriday Morning, 1813. 

" Arrived yesterday. The weather is delightful, and the 
place a paradise ; but my inner thoughts will go back to 
Graamere. I was the last person who left the house 
yesterday evaning. It seemed as quiet as the grave ; and 
the very churchyard, where our dead lie, when I gave a last 
look upon it, seemed to cheer my thoughts. Then I could 
think of life and immortaUty. The house only reminded 
me of desolate gloom, emptiness, and cheerless silence. But 
why do I now turn to these things ? The morning is bright, 
and I am more cheerful." [She then asks for a novel to be 
sent from Waterwillock, to Mrs Coleridge at Keswick.] 

Some time before he left Grasmere, Wordsworth had 
asked Lord Lonsdale if he could, directly or indirectly, 
procure him any office, by means of which his income 
might be increased, and at the same time leisure might be 
left him, to pursue the literary work, to which he had devoted 
his life. His correspondence with the Earl of Lonsdale on 
this, as well as other points, has all been preserved.* 

Wordsworth's acquaintance with Lord Lonsdale began 
shortly after the purchase of the property under Place 
Fell, referred to in a previous chapter. On the 19th 
August 1806 he wrote thus to the Earl, in reference to 
his gift: — 

* Through the conrtwy of Lord Lonidale mnd hia Factor, I h&ve 
lately had the opportnDity of eximiniDg one hundred and seventeen 
letten of Word»«orth'« to the foorth Earl, ranginf; from the yenr 1806 to 
1S35, and more than half of that number written to Viaoonut Lowther. 
Tbete letter* are preoerved in Lowthei Caitte. 
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"... I cannot help adding that a place, which its own 
beauty first recommended to me, will be greatly enhanced 
by being connected in my mind, with so pleasing a 
remembrance of your particular kindness towards me, and 
of your general benevolence." 

On the 6th of February 1812, he wrote as follows, from 
the Grasmere Parsout^e : — 



QBABitsRE, Feh. 6, 1613. 
"... I need scarcely say that literature has been the 
pursuit of my life ; a life-pursuit, chosen (as I believe are 
those of most men distinguished by any particular features 
of character) partly from pasaionate liking, and partly 
from calculations of the judgment; and in some small 
d^:ree from circimistances in which my youth was placed, 
that threw great difficulties in the way of my adopting 
that profession to which I was most inclined, and for 
which I was perhaps best qualified. I long hoped, depend- 
ing upon my moderate desires, that the profits of my 
literary labours, added to the little which I possessed, wonld 
have answered all the rational wants of myself and my 
family. But in tliis I have been disappointed, and for 
these causes ; firstly, the unexpected pressure of the times, 
falling most heavily upon men, who have no regular means 
of increasing their income in proportion ; secondly, I had 
erroneously calculated upon the degree in which my 
writings were likely to suit the taste of the times ; and 
lastly, much the most important part of my efi'orts cannot 
meet the public eye for many years, from the compre- 
hensiveness of the subject. I may also add (but it is scarcely I 
i worth while), a fourth reason, \-iz.: an utter inability on my ' 

nrt to associate with any class or body of literary men, 
I tltd Uius subject myself to the necessity of sacrificing my 
^^mt judgment, and of lending, even indirectly, countenance 
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or auppoit to principles, eitlier of taste, politics, morals or 
religion, which I disapprove ; and your lordship ia not 
ignorant that, except writers engaged in mere drudgery, 
there are scarcely any authors but those associated in this 
manner, who find literature, at this day, an employment 
attended with pecuniary gain. 

The statement of these facts has been made, as your 
lordship will probably have anticipated, in order that if any 
I office should be at your disposal (the duties of which would 
not call so largely upon my exertions as to prevent me 
from giving a considerable portion of time to study), it 
miglit be in your lordship's power to place me in a situation 
where, with better hope of success, I might advance towards 
the main object of ray Ufe, I mean tlie completion of my 
literary ondortakings ; and thereby contribute to the inno- 
cent gratification, and perhaps the solid benefit of many of 
my countrymen. 



I have been emboldened to make this statement from a 
remembrance that my family has for several generations 
been honoured by the regard of that of your lordsliip, and 
that, in particular, my fatlier and grandfather did, con- 
scientiously I believe, discliarge such trusts as wi 
in them from that connection." 



In respoilse to this appeal, Lord Lonsdale applied to Mr 
Long and to Lord Liverpool iii Wordsworth's behalf, but 
failed; and he therefore made a proposal to Wordsworth, 
which the poet asked time to consider. He had just lost 
hia boy Thomas, and was in deep grief. At length he 
wrote — 

"Orahhbhb, Dk. 27, 1812. 

"... After mature consideration, I have resolved to 
trust to the first feelings excited by your letter ; these were 
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mther to owe any addition to my income required by me to 
your friendship, than to the Government, or to any other 
quarter where it was not in my power to return what, in the 
common sentiments of men, would be deemed an equivalent 
Asking permission therefore to retract my former detormina- 
tion, which I am encouraged to do by the personal inter- 
course, and marks of r^ard with which you have since 
distinguished me, and by the inscrutable delicacy of your last 
letter, I feel no scruple in saying that I shall with pride 
and pleasure accept annually the sum offered by your 
lordship until the office fias become vacant, or 
change takes place in my circumstances, which might reni 
it unnecessary. I cannot forbear to add that I feci m( 
satisfaction from tliis decision, because my opinions woul< 
not lead me to decline accepting a pension from Govern- 
ment on the ground that literary men make some sacrifice 
of independence by such acceptance, and are consequently 
degraded. The constitution gives to the crown this power of 
rewarding acknowledged ability, and it is not possible to 
imagine a more worthy employment of a certain portion of 
the revenue. But it seeros to me that the provisions made 
by our Government for the support of literature are far too 
scanty, and in this respect our practice is much inferior 
that of other countries, where talents of importance to man* 
bind and to posterity, but which from that very cause 
bring little emolument to the possessor of them, and wl 
demand all the thought of aU his life, are undoubtei 
(where tliey are understood), fostered and honoured, even 
a point of pride. This is the case in Germany, and 
France. . . . Now, as to the general question, it may be 
laid down as undeniable, that if to bestow be a duiy, and an 
JwTwurabU duty, to accept cannot be otherwise than honour- 
able." 

On January 8, 1813, he wrote from Grasmere — 
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The last post brought me your Lordship's letter, enclosing 
a draft for £100. . . . 

The house which I have for some time occupied is the 
Parsonage of Grasmere. It stands close by the churchyard ; 
and I have found it absolutely necessary that we should quit 
a place, which recalling to our minds at every moment the 
losses we have sustained in the course of last year, would 
grievously retard our progress towards that tranquillity 
which it is our duty to aim at." 

He told Lord Lonsdale of the house at Rydal, and that 
they could go there the more easily because of the gift they 
had received. He spoke of the impossibility he felt in dis- 
charging any " task undertaken for profit," and is glad that 
he can defer his intellectual work till he can proceed with 
it heartily. 

Fortimately this grant did not require to be repeated. 
The idea occurred to Lord Lonsdale that Wordsworth might 
become successor to the Distributor of Stamps for the county 
of Westmoreland, and the Lowther influence was sufficient 
to secure this. The offer was made to Wordsworth, and he 
wrote of it thus : — 

" Grashers, March 6, 1813. 

I shall be happy, through your Lordship's patronage, to 
become successor to Mr Wilkin in his present office, under 
such an arrangement for his benefit as may be thought pro- 
per. ... I need hardly say that I have been little accus- 
tomed to the management of accoimts ; the assistance of one 
with some practice in that way will therefore be necessary 
to me, but my own superintendence shall be carefully 
given." . . . 

Mr Wilkin himself suggested £100 per annum as his 
allowance, a sum which Wordsworth considered " very 
II. 



SIO 



LIFE OF WORDSWORTH. 



moderate." He asked Lord Lonsdale to be one of hi! 
sureties for the due execution of the trust. Sir George 
Beaumont having agreed lo be the other. 

The duties of the Distributorship may best be told in 
Wordsworth's own words. 

" The duty of a Distributor of Stamps is, upon application 
beiiis made by him to receive stamps from tlie Head Office, lo 
supply the demands of his district. These stamps are for- 
warded by him to his Sub-distributors iu the quanl 
required by them. 

At the close of every ijuarter an account is sent to 
Head Office in London of tlie stamps on hand, and at 
same time money is remitted to the amount of those sold. 

The collection of Legacy Duty, which is naturally atti 
to this office, is performed by supplying to executors and 
miiiistrators certain papers called forms, to be by them 
up according to the directions contiuued in them, and 
turned to the Distribut4Dr. These papers are forwarded 
him once a month to tlie Head Office, when (if found correct) 
they are stamped, then returned to the Distributor, and 
from him forwarded through his Sub-distributors to the 
executors, who in these papers receive a discharge for the 
duty due under the will. 

The performance of the above two principal branches 
duty requires either the constant attendance of a Distribul 
himself, or that of some confidential and competent repi 
sentative. The time to be given to his duty depends upon 
the extent of his district, or rather the qunntity of stamps 
consumed in it ; but as it is uncertain when the stamps will 
be called for, he, or his representative, as I have said, mi 
I be constantly on the spot. 

The keeping of the accounts is a matter which 
I quires much care and attention, and the quarterly reti 
J made with the most exact classification of 
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stamps under the heads of their several duties, and the 
l^acy papers demand a miuute attention to rules not a little 
difficult to apply without mistake. 

So mucli for the trouble, now for the responsibility. 
Sureties upon undertaking the office are required in propor- 
tion to the profit ; but even where the profit is small, they 
are so heavy that if there shoiild arise a necessity to act 
upon them, the forfeit would ruin many times over a person 
of small fortune, as he must be to whom such small profit 
can be an object ; and even where the consumption of stamps 
ih small, it is necessary to keep on hand a large stock, the 
preservation of which from robbery, fire, or other accidents 
ifl a cause of great anxiety. For my own part, so much 
have I felt this, and the necessity of vigilance in every 
liranch of this concern, that, notwithstanding I have a clerk 
in whom I repose the utmost confidence, not twenty-four 
hours have passed during seven years in which either 
myself or some one of niy nearest connections has not been 
AD tlie spot to superintend the concern. 

I was absent for some months last summer, but this was 
by medical advice, and with the permission of the Board. 

The poundage is at the rate of 4 per cent, from which 
ZQUst be deducted the poundage to Sub-distributors, which 
Taties according to circumstances." 

The late Bishop of Lincoln's remarks on the subject of 
offices, such as the one his uncle filled, are admirable. He 
desired that such offices should be more numerous than they 
were, and more carefully conferred. He thought them 
" better than pensions as rewards for literary men : for they 
4o not encourage the notion that literary service of the 
highest order can be compensated by money, and they do 
not exhibit those who hold them as wearing the livery of a 
political party, or as stipendiaries of the state. It is no 
«bjectioa to say that some of them are almost sinecii/res. 
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Mr Wordsworth's office was by no means a sinecare, as his 
cfiat^utor and successor can attest But, grant that some of 
tliese offices are sinecures : what then ? A sinecure, which 
Would have relieved Dante or Tasao from the cravings of 
penury, woidd have had a function attached to it b( the 
noblest kind. Such sinecures (if so they must be called) 
are more useful to the public than some laborious offices, 
the duties of which are discharged with bustling and rest 
activity." * 

It must be added that Wordsworth's official labot 
such as they were — were very greatly lightened, if not 
relieved, by the assiduous care of Mr John Carter, the 
faithful clerk, who assisted him for thirty-seven years in the 
routine work of the office, who assisted him in the revision 
of his works for the press, and who afterwards superintended 
the issue both of The Prelude, in 1850, and of the Poel 
Works containing the Feuwick notes, in 1857. 

Henry Crabb Robinson wrote thus in his Dinry when 
heard of Wordsworth's appointment : — 

" 24(A March. — I received a letter from Mr Clarl 
informing me that Lord Lonsdale had given Wordawoi 
the place of Distributor of Stamps for Cumberland, worth 
£400 per annum. This news rejoiced me exceedingly, aud 
I communicated it with joy to the Lambs. W. will 
be independent of the world, and may devote himself 
pe*etry, without any of the cares and anxieties of peni 
and I have no doubt his moral feelings will he improved by 
the improvement of his condition. He will mix more witli 
the world, and lose those peculiarities of feeling whicl 
solitude and discontent engender ; while all that is beai 
fully individual and original, in the frame of his mind 
diaracter, will tlisplay itself with ease and grace. The 
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, think that this event will render Coleridge's going dowu 
less important," 

At this time Wordsworth took much interest in the 
promotion of a yeomanry corps in Westmoreland, and wrote 
on the subject to Lord Lonsdale: — 

" Btdal Moubt, Feb. B, 1814. 
. . Everyone knows of what importance the equestrian 
order was in preserving tranquillity and a balance and grada- 
tion of power in ancient Kome ; tlie like may take place 
emong ourselves through the medium of an armed yeomanry; 
and surely a preservative of tliis kind is largely called for 
by the tendencies of tilings at present. ... If the whole 
island was covered witli a force of this kind, the Press 
properly curbed, the Poor Laws gradually reformed, provision 
made for new Churches to keep pace with the population 
(an indispensable measure) — if these things were done and 
other improvements carried forward as they have been, 
order may yet be preserved among us, and the people remain 
free and happy. ..." 

One or two entries in Crabb Robinson's Diary refer to 
Wordsworth at this period. 

"April 13, 1814, — . . . Ixjoked into Wilson's Isle of 
Palms. ' A Female Wordswurth ' is the designation of 
this author. A plentiful lack of thought, with great 
I delicacy, and even elegance of taste, but with no riches or 
Btrength of imagination. I could not get on with it, though 
the poetiy is pretty. It is a libel on the great philosophical 
Poet of the Lakes to consider WUson as his superior. Tliis 
is one of the most scandalous insults upon Wordsworth by 
the Edinburgh Reviewers, 

Jtdy ^rd. — Charles Lamb and I walked to Enfield, . , , 
The whole day most delightfully tine, and the scenery very 
Lamb enjoyed the walk more than the scenerj', 
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for the enjoyment of which he seems to have no great sus- 
ceptibility. His great delight, even in preference to a 
country walk, is a stroll in London. Tlje shops and the 
husy streets, as Thames Street, Cheapside, &c., are his great 
favourites. He, for the same reason, haa no relish for land- 
scape painting, but his relish for historic painting is exquisita 
Lamb's peculiarities are very interesting. We had not con- 
versation. He hummed tunes. I repeated Wordsworth's 
DaffodUs, of which I am become very fond. Lamb can 
relish the Thieves, or the Last Stage of Avarice, which is 
beyond me ' At the same time, he censures AVordaworth's 
narrative. Lamb praised T. Warton's sonnet on Dugdale * 
as of first-rate excellence. It is a good thought, but I find 
nothing exquisite in it. . . ," 

Wordsworth's interest in the Coleridge family was not 
confined to his early friend, and fellow-worker, S. T. C. The 
education of his son Hartley, who was a favourite with 
every one, had to be provided for in some way, and Words- 
worth wrote thus on the subject to Thomas Poole of Nether 
Stowey : — 1 

" Btdal Mount, hbar Amblesidb, 
April mih, ISU. 

My Dear Poole, — I have long thought of writing to 1 
you upon the situation of Hartley Coleridge, and liave only Ij 
been prevented by considerations of delicacy towards his \ 
father, whose exertions on behalf of this child I hoped 
would have rendered any interference of the friends of the 
family unnecessary. But I cannot learn that poor G has 
mustered courage to look this matter fairly in the face; 
it is therefore inciunbent on his friends to do their best 
tu prevent the father's weaknesses being ruinous to the son. 
■^K is now seventeen years and a half old ; and, therefore, 

^^^^ * Writtan oa » bkak imt at Dngdite't JTowmCmm, 
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no time is to be lost in determining upon Lis futwe course 
in life. Knowing your attachment to C. and to his family, 
and that C. is now residing at no great distance from you, 
I beg that you would contrive to see and converse with him 
upon this subject. I do not expect that C. will be able to 
do anything himself, but his consent will he indispensable 
before any of his friends can openly stir in exertions for H. 
It is a subject on every side attended with difficulties ; for 
iu the first place it is not easy to determine what the youth 
is fit for. His talents appear to be very considerable, but 
not of that kind which may be confidently relied upon as a 
security for an independence in any usual course of exertion. 
His attainments also, though in some departments far 
exceeding the common measure of those of his a^e, are 
extremely irregular ; and he is deficient in much valuable 
knowledge both of books and things that might have been 
gained at a public school. But could he be immediatdif 
sent for one year to a school of this kind, I should be 
emboldened to hope somewhat confidently that such a pre- 
pai-atiou would enable bim to go successfully through either 
of the Universities. But it avails little to think or write 
much about this, till a fund has been secured for his main- 
tenance till he can support himself, in whatever course of 
life may be determined upon. Now, I know of nobody who 
has declared intentions to contribute to this, but Lady Beau- 
mont, who has most kindly offered to advance thirty pounds 
a year towards maintaining H. at the University. Southey 
has a little world dependent upon his industry ; and my 
own means are not more than my family requires ; but 
something I would willingly contribute, and if it were con- 
venient to you to assist him iu this way or any other, it 
would encourage one to make applications elsewhere. But 
in all this I defer to you, and wish to know what you 
advise, and most happy shall I be to join in anything you 
recommend. 
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Having said all that appears necessary on this subject, I 
cannot but add to an old friend two or three words about 
myself, though you probably will have heard from others 
how I am going on. I live at present in a most dehgbtfal 
situation ; and have a public emploj-ment which is a 
comfonable addition to my income, but I pay j£100 per 
annum out of it to my predecessor, and it falls nearly 
another 1 00 below the value at which my noble patron — Lord 
Ixinsdale — ^had been led to estimate it. My marriage has 
been as happy as man's coidd be, saving that we have lost 
two sweet children (out of five), a boy and girl of the several 
ages of six and a half and four yeai^ This was a heavy 
affliction to us, as they were as amiable and promising 
creatures a^ a house could be blest with. My poetical 
lalmurs liave often suffered long interruptions ; but I have 
at last resolved to send to the press a portion of a poem 
which, if I live to Raish it, I hope future times will ' not 
willingly let die,' These you know aie the words of my 
great predecessor, and the depth of my feelings upon some 
subjects seems to justi^ me in the act of appljing them to 
mysalf. while speaking to a friend, who I know has always 
been partial to me. When you write, speak of yourself 
and your family. I hear wonders of a niece of yours. May 
we not hope to see you here ? Let it not be during my 
absence, I shall be from home at least for six weeks 
during the ensuing summer, meaning to take a tour in Scot- 
land with my wife and her sister. My sist-er joins is 
affectionate remembrances to you ; and I shall say for my 
wife that she will be most happy to see you in this place, 
with which I venture to promise that you will be much 
pleased. — Believe me, my dear Poole, most faithfully your^ 
W. Wordsworth." 

Shortly afterwards he wrote thus to Samuel Rogers. 
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" Btdal Mudnt, May 6, 1814. 

Mt Dear Sib, — Some little time since, in cooBeqiience of 
a distressful representation made to me of the condition of 
some person connected nearly by marriage with Mrs Words- 
worth, I applied to our common friend Mr Sharp to know 
if he had any means of procuring an admittance into Christ's 
Hospital, for a child of one of the parties. His reply was 
such as I feared it would be ... He referred me to you. 
. . . I have to thank you for a present of your volume of 
poems, received some time since, through the hands of 
Southey, I have read it with great pleasure. The 
Columbus la what you intended. It has many bright and 
striking passages, and poems upon this plan please better on 
a second perusal than the first. The gaps at first disappoint 
and vex you. 

There is a pretty piece in which you have done me the 
honour of imitating me towards the conclusion particidarly, 
where you must have remembered the Highland GirL I 
like the poem much; but the first paragraph is hurt by two 
apostrophes, to objects of different character, one to Luss, 
and one to your sister, and the apostrophe is not a figure 
that like Janns carries two faces with a good grace. 

I am about to print (do not start) eight thousand lines, 
which is but a small portion of what I shall oppress the 
world with, if strength and life do not fail me. I shall be 
content if the publication pays the expenses ; for Mr Scott, 
and yoiu- friend Lord Byron, flourishing at the rate they do, 
how can an honest Poet hope to thrive ? 

I expect to hear of your taking flight to Paris, unless the 
convocation of emperors and other personages by which 
London is to be honoured, detEun you to assist a I the 
festivities. 

For me, I would like dearly to see old Blucher, but as 
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the fates will not allow. I menn to recompense myself by 
an excursion with Mrs Wordsworth to Scotland, where I 
hope to fall in occasionally with a ptarmigan, a roe, or an . 
eagle ; and the liring bird I certainly should prefer to it* | 
image on the panel of a dishonoured Emperor's coach. 

FareweU. I shall be happy to see yon here at all timeaifl 
for your company is a treat. — Most truly yours, 

W. WORUSWOBTH." 



In July 1814 Wordsworth made a second tour 
Scotland, accompanied this time by his wife, and her sister, 
Sarah Hutchinson. They left Rydal Mount on the 1 8th 
July, and were absent six weeks. The five poems, published' 
under the title of ifemorials of a Tour in Scotland, 1814. 
are the only literary record of that tour. We hav 
"journal " of it, such as Dorothy Wordsworth kept in 1803, 
References to it, however, and to what they did, will 
found, under the respective poems, in vol. vL of thiaf 
edition. The poems were, 77^e Brownie's Cell. Cora Lim 
The Bran, a sonnet on Mr Gillies, and the second of 
tliree poems on Yarrow. On his visit to Yarrow, the part^^ 
were accompanied by Hog^, the Ettriek Shepherd, and Dr 
Anderson, the editor of the British I'oets. An interesting 
account of the meeting with Dr Anderson will be found in 
vol. vi, pp, 41-2. Mr Gillies was the cousin of the 
who took Wordsworth's portrait five successive times, 
was editor of the Foreiy^n Quarterly Beview, and author of 
1 work in tlii-ce volumes, the Memoirs of a Literary Vet* 
I published in 1851. In the second volume of that wi 
I there is a sketch of Wordsworth, and several letters fi 
[ him to the author. 

Mr Gillies says,* " Out of sight the most remarkal 
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event of my life during this year (1814) was my 
first meeting with Mr Wordsworth." Part of his 
somewhat gossipy narrative may be quoted, as it is almost 
the only independent record we have of this Scottish 
Tour. 

"Among convivial spirits no one could be more joyous 
than Wordsworth; no one could enter more heartily and 
readily into the humours of the passing hour ; and among 
eminent authors no one could ever be found more willing 
than he was to make allowances for the faults of others, or 
to afford instruction, whenever he. met with a pupil whose 
attachment to literature was not founded on vanity or 
aflFectation. His own lofty and buoyant spirit very obviously 
resulted from three causes — 1st, natural energy of constitu- 
tion and character ; 2nd, calmness and wisdom, founded on 
moral principles inflexibly firm ; 3rd, a course of training, 
to him become habitual, namely, the hydropathic (though 
the name of Priesnitz was not then dreamed of), for he 
detested wine and other fermented liquors, and every day 
climbed the mountains, composing his poems, and giving 
them utterance in the deepest tone of invocation and 
inspiration as he ascended. Truly it was a laborious and 
joyous life, and it was needful for him to say, labor ipsa 
vohcptas erat ; seeing that our ancient world, under the 
exemplary reigns of Charles the Second and James the 
Second, was not more obtuse to the poetical merits of John 
Milton, than our modern world in the enlightened era of 
George the Fourth, to those of William Wordsworth. In 
Scotland, as already said, it had been currently believed 
that our " Edinburgh Eeview " had for ever demolished his 
pretensions; and it could only be by a species of Trumomania 
that he continued travelling uphill in the teeth of those 
merciless blasts from the cold North ! It would, however, 
be impossible in any words to do justice to the calmness of 
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contempt with which Wordsworth regarded such attacks. 
In his own words applied to Milton — 

Hi* aoul was like a star, and dwelt apart. 
How completely liis genius trimuphed at last, and established 
its empire over the public mind ' for oJl time,' it would be 
very needless to say, 

. . . Mr Wordsworth came at two o'clock, in order to join 
in my then favourite walk to the top of Gorstorphine Hill, 
whither we were accompanied by Mrs Wordsworth. Miss 
Hutchinson, and Mr James Wilson. ... In his own words 
again, as applied to Milton, he could 'lay on himself the 
lowliest duties,' and so would try to enlighten the humblest 
tjTo, provided he found a willing and attentive auditor. . . . 
I contended for the poet's right to be singular, to feel diifer- 
ently from all the world alwut him, — to have his own world 
(with its imaginary beings, no doubt), wherein he should 
keep aloof and alone, — finally, to make his own peculiar 
impressions the subject matter of his poetry. 

. - , Mr Wordsworth with alacrity granted my premisses, 
so far as there waa any truth in them. Peculiarity of feel- 
ings, morbid weakness, and ichosyncracy, might all l>e very 
pardonable ; indeed sometimes (as in the case of Mr Charles 
Lloyd) could not be helped ; but to stickle for these, and 
industriously make them, as if par excellence, the chosen 
materiel of poetical composition, waa the most egregious 
blunder that an author could coimnit. Cowper (one of my 
special favourites) was weak and morbid, no doubt, and 
could not help this ; but he wisely trUd to help it, liy li 
ing abroad on nature and society, by endeavouring to dcf' 
good, and in that pursuit to lose sight of himself. Origin- 
ality and singularity were not to be regarded as synonymous 
words.* . 
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On his return to Westmoreland, Wordsworth wrote several 
letters to Gillies ; which the latter quotes, with pardonable 
pride, in his Memoirs. The following are extracts : — 

" Rtdal Mount, iVbr. 23, 1814.* 
My Dear Sir, — . . . I have to thank you for Egbert^ 
which is pleasingly and vigorously written, and proves that 
with a due sacrifice of exertion, you will be capable of per- 
forming things that will have a strong claim on the regards 
of posterity. But keep, I pray you, to the great models ; 
there is in some parts of this tale — ^particularly page four — 
too much of a bad writer. Lord Byron ; and I will observe 
tliat towards the conclusion, the intervention of the peasant 
is not only unnecessary, but injurious to the tale, inasmuch 
as it takes away from that species of credibility on 
which it rests. I have peeped into The Huminator, and 
turned to your first letter, which is well executed, and seizes 
the attention very agreeably. Your longer poem I have 
barely looked into, but I promise myself no inconsiderable 
pleasure in the perusal of tliis. 

I thank you for T/ie Qiccen's Wake. Since I saw you in 
Edinburgh I have read it. It does Mr Hogg great credit. 
Of the tales, I liked best, much the best, The Witch of Fife^ 
the former part of KUmany, and the Abbot Machinnon. Mr 
Hogg himself, I remember, seemed most partial to Mary 
Scott, though he thought it too long. For my own part, 
though I always deem the opinion of an able writer upon 
his own works entitled to consideration, I cannot agree with 
Mr Hogg in this preference. The story of Mary Scott 
appears to me extremely improbable, and not skilfully 
conducted ; besides, the style of the piece is often vicious. 
The intermediate parts of The Qiieeyi's Wake are done with 
much spirit, but the style here, also, is often disfigured with 

• Memoirs oj a Literary Veteran, vol. ii., pp. 145-147. 
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false finery, and in too many places it recalls Mr Scott to 1 
one's mind. Mr Hogg haa too much genius to require th^ J 
support, however respectable in itself. Aa to style, if 
an opportunity I should like to converse with you i 
upon. Such is your sensibility, and your power of i 
that I am sure I could induce you to abandon many favoui 
ite modes of speech ; for exsunple, why should you ' 
' Where the lake gleams beneath the aiUuvrn sun,' instead o 
' autumnal ' — which is surely more natural and harmonious 7 
We say 'summer sim," because we have no adjective 
termination for that season, but vernal and autumnal are I 
both unexceptionable words. Miss Seward uses ' hybemal,*! 
and I think it is to be regretted that the word is nab§ 
familiar. But these discussions render a letter extremely dull 
I sent the alterations of Tarrow Visited to Miss Hutchin- 
son, and my sister, in Wales, who think them great improve- | 
ments, and are delighted with the poem as it now stands.! 
Second parts, if much inferior to the first, are always d 
gusting, and as I had succeeded in Yarrow Unvisited, I \ 
anxious that there shoidd be no falling off; but that was ] 
imavoidable, perhaps, from the subject, as imagination almost J 
always transcends reality. I remain, .... with gr«at'l 
regard and respect. — Yours most truly, 

William Wohdswoeth." 

"EYDALMouHT.iVtw. 18,1614.' ' 
You are a most indulgent and good-natured critic, or I 
think you would hardly have been so much pleased with 
Yarrow Visilcd. We think it heavier than my things^ 
generally are, and nothing but a wbh to show to Mr Hogg 1 
that my inclination towards him, and his proposed work, wers J 
favourable, could have induced me to part with it in the 

• Memoiri <tfa Literarg Veteran, toI. ii,. pp. 118-140. 
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state. I have composed three new stanzas in place of the 
three first, and another to be inserted before the two last, 
and have nmde some alterations in other parts ; therefore, 
when you see Mr Hogg, beg from me that he will not print 
the poem till he has read the copy which I have added to 
Miss E. Wilson's MS., as I scarcely doubt, notwithstand- 
ing the bias of first impressions, that he will prefer it. 

In the same MS. you will find a sonnet addressed to 
yourself, which I should have mentioned before, but for a 
reason of the same kind as kept you silent on the subject of 
yours. I am not a little concerned that you continue to 
snfTer from morbid feelings, and still more that you regard 
them as incurable. . . . But this I can confidently say, that 
poetry and the poetic spirit will either help you, or harm 
you, as yon use them. If you find in yourself more of tlie 
latter effect than of the former, forswear the Muses, and 
apply tooth and nail to law, to mathematics, to mechanics, 
to anything, only escape from your insidious foe. But, if 
you are benefited by your intercourse with the lyre, then 
give yourself up to it, with the enthusiasm which I am sure 
ia natural to you. I should like to be remembered to Mr 
Lappenberg,* to Mr Hogg, and our friends in Queen Street, 
of course. Mr Sharpe, I hope, does not forget me. Adieu, 
most faithfully, and with great respect. — Yours, 

William Wordsworth." 

" RrDAL MoDNT, Dee. SS, 1814t 

My Dear Sib, — Your account of youi-aelf distresses me. 

Flee from your present abode. If you resolve on going to 

London, let me beg of you to take Westmoreland in your 

way. You can make a trial here, and should it not answer, 

' you are only so far on your way to town. . . . 

* Mr Lippenberg truulated Wt are Seven, To a Bulterjig, uid severHl 
olh«n ot WortUwQrth'B poema into Gem»n. 

t Mcmoiri of a Literary VtWrtun, vol. ii,, pp. 149-lSl. 
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Your first position, that every idea wliich passes through 
a poet's iQind may be made passionate, and tlierefore 
poetical, I am not siu-e that 1 understand. If yon mean 
through a ]>oet's mind when in a poetical mood, the words 
are nothing but an identical proposition. But a poet musb 
be subject to a thousand thoughts in common with other 
men, and many of them must, I suppose, be as unsusceptible 
of alliance with poetic pa.S3ion as tlie thoughts that interest' 
ordinary men. But the range of poetic feeling is far wider 
than is ordinarily supposed, and the furnishing new prods^' 
of this fact is the only incontestible demonstration of 
genuine poetic genius. Secondly, " The moment a cli 
idea of any kind is conceived, it ought to be brought oat 
directly, and as rapidly as possible, without a view to any 
particular style of language." I am not sure that I com- 
prehend your meaning here. Is it that a man's thoughts 
should he noted down in prose ? or that he shoidd express 
them in any kind of verse that they most easily fall into t 
I think it well to make brief memoranda of our most inter- 
estmg thoughts in prose ; but to write fragments of versa 
ia an embarrassing practice. A similar course answers well 
in painting, under tlie name of studies ; but in poetry it u 
apt to betray a writer into awkwardness, and to turn birg 
out of his course for the purpose of lugging on these ready- 
made pieces by the head and shoulders. Or do you simply 
mean, that such thoughts as arise in the process of com- 
position, should be expressed in the first words that offer 
themselves, as being likely to be most energetic and natural i 
If so, this is not a rule to be followed without cautious 
exceptions. My first expressions I often find detestable; and 
it is frequently true of second words, as of second thoughts, 
that they are the best. I entirely accord with you in your 
third observation, that we should be cautious not to wastS 
our lives in dreams of imaginary excellence, for a thousand' 
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KO^ons, and not the least for tliia, that these notions of 
;cellence may perhaps be erroneous, and then our inability 
catch a pliantom of no value may prevent iis from 
Ltteinptiug to seize a precious substance within our reach. 

When your letter arrived, I was in the act of reading to 
Mrs Wordsworth youx Mcile, which pleased me more, I 
tiiinl^i than anything that I have read of yours. There is, 
ideed, sometliing of ' mystification ' about it, which does 
not enhance its value with nie ; but it is, I think, in many 
ges delightfully conceived and expressed. I was par- 
ticularly charmed with the seventeenth stanza, first part. 
This is a passage which I shall often repeat to myself ; and 
I assure you that, with the exception of Burns and Cowper, 
there is very little of recent verse, however much it may 
iDterest me, that sticks to my memory (I mean wfiich I get 
hy heart). . . . 

... Mr Hogg's BcuUeie (I suppose it to be his) I could 
not get through. There are two pretty passages — the flight 
of the deer, and the falling of the child from the rock of 
Stirling, though both are a little oviH. But the story 
coarsely conceived, and, in my judgment, as coarsely 
executed ; the style barbarous, and the versification harsh 
and uncouth. Mr Hogg is too illiterate to write in any 
measure or style that does not savour of balladism. This 
is much to be regretted ; for he is possgssed of no ordinary 
power. 

. . Do not imagine that my principles lead me to 
condemn Scott's method of pleasing the public, or that I 
liave not a very high respect for his various talents and 
extensive attainments. . . . — With great respect, I remain 
yours, WiLLLisi Woedswoeth." 

Other letters written to Gillies in 1815 and 1816 will 
be given in a subsequent chapter. 




Before 'Wordsworth started for Scotland iu July 1814, 1 
wrote thus to Lord Lonsdale: — 

" HvDAL MousT, June 4, 1814. 

I have now in tlie press, and almost ready for publica- 
tion, a portion of a work in verse, which I ask permisaon 
to inscrihe to your Loi-dship, as the best testimony I can 
give of my respect for your character, and in gratitude f 
particular marks of favouj- shown to myself. 

My labour is yet very far from being brought to a coi^ 
elusion, but if this specimen receives your approbation, 
shall cherish a hope of being enabled, at some future perio< 
to request the same honour for the finished poems, &c . . 

The Bxcursimi was published in July 1814 (in qui 
form), with a dedicatory Sonnet to the Earl of Lonsdal 
and a Preface, explaining the design, not only of The Excur^M 
sion, but of the larger projected work, JVie Hcclirse, of which 
The Excniraion was only to form a part. (See voL v. of 
tliis edition, pp. 1-18.) The only sentences from that 
Preface which need reproduction here Eire these : " Several 
years ago, when the Author retired to his native mounta 
with the hope of being enabled to construct a literary woi 
that might live, it was a reasonable thing that he shonJ 
take a review of liis own mind, and examine how far Natui 
and Education had qualified him for such employment, 
subsidiary to this, he undertook to record in verse the origin 
and progress of his own powers, as far as he was acquainted 
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Jwith them. That work, addressed to a dear friend, most 

istingmshed for hia knowledge and genius, and to whom 

I author's intellect is deeply indebted,* has long been 

Bfinished ; and the result of the investigation which gave rise 

Kto it, was a detei'mination to compose a Plulosophical Poem, 

■ conteining views of Man, Nature, and Society ; and to be 

■entitled J7i« Bechtse. . . . The preparatory poem is biogra- 

F-phical, and the two works have the same kind of relation to 

each other, if he may so express himself, as the ante-chapel 

has to the body of a Gothic churcJi. Continuing this 

allusion, he may be permitted to add, that hia Minor Poems, 

which have been long before the pubhc, when they shall be 

properly arranged, will be found by the attentive reader to 

have such connection with the main work as may give 

them claim to be likened to the little cells, oratories, and 

sepulchral recesses, ordinarily included in these edifices." 

On August 13, Henry Crabb Robinson wrote in his 

^ IHary: — 

. . I stole out of the theatre to call on Madge, at 
whose apartments I found the new great poem of Words- 
worth, The Recursion. I could only look into the preface, 
I and read a few extracts with M. It is a poem of formid- 
I able size, and I fear too mystical to be popular, . But it 
will, however, put an end to the sneers of those who 
I consider him, or affect to consider him, as a puerile writer, 
' who attempts only little things. But it will draw on him 
the imputation of dulness possibly ; still, it will, I trust, 
strengthen the zeal of his few friends. My anxiety is great 
to read it . . ." 

I As giving a sample of the contemporary verdicts on 27m: 
Sxcv/rsion when it first appeared, I may quote further from 
Kobinson's Diary. 
olondi 



* Tbu was written in ISH. It u aignifioBnt nfter what w 
I olonda and Bbkdowd of ih« ; aua, liilO-12. 
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"IStt Oct 1814. — . . . I read The Examiners for the 
last three months. They contain an excellent review of 
■Wordsworth'a poem by HazUtt, excepting from this praise 
some very coarse and cynical remarks on a country life, in 
which the poor inhabitants of the Lakes are designed as 
more ignorant and worthless than the lower classes elaewhrac 
^ Hazlitt delights in bidding defiance to common opinion ; and 
there is a twist about either his head or heart which gives a 
perverse turn to even his ablest writings. . . . 

25(A Oct., Caiiibrufffe. — . . . Dined with Mr Tillbrook of 
Pet«rhous& He is an admirer of Wordsworth, He saya 
that Wilson, the poet, assured him that Jeffrey, the Edin- 
burgh Keviewer, declared to him that he is a great admirer 
of Wordsworth ; and that lie had attacked liim, not because 
he himself thinks lowly of him, but because the public 
think highly of him. I had heard a similar tale before, 
but never on such good authority. Jeffrey further asked 
Wilson to introduce him to Wordsworth, which Wilson 
refused doing. Wilson and Jeffrey are friends, and the Isle 
of Palms was sent to hitn in MS., with an offer to omit any- 
thing that might be offensive. It seems strange to me that 
any sincere admirer and disciple of Wordsworth should 
suffer such an elevation of himself at hia master's expense. 

JVor. 2wrf. — Sat at home this evening reading Words- 
worth's Excursion. I have yet read but little of this exquisite 
work. I have, however, already no doubt that it will be 
for other reasons as unpopular as his other works ; and that 
it will be highly admired by his former admirers. , . . 

lOi/i. — , . . The conclusion of the fourth book of 
Wordsworth's poem tranacendently beautiful . . . Iamb 
has written a review of W.'s poem for the Quarierlt/ .Bcijww, 
which he says would have been fit for the first review, but 
will not do after others. . . . 

2Srd, — Finished this week Wordsworth's poem. . . , The 
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isdom and high moral character of the work are beyond 
anything aimilar that I am acquainted with ; and the spirit 
■of the poem flags much less freijuently than might be appre- 
bended. There are passages which ran heavily, tales which [ 
prolix, and reasoninga which are spun out, but in general ' 
:the narratives are exquiaitely tender. That of the country 
paraon, who retains in solitude the feelings of high society, 
whose vigour of mind is unconquerable, and who even after 
the death of his wife in solitude and wretchedness, appears 
able for a short time to bear up against desolation by the 
powers of his native temperament, is most delightful. 
Among the discussions, that on manufactures, in the Eighth 
Book, is admirably managed ; and forms in due subordination 
to the incomparable Fourth Book one of the chief excellences 
of the Poem. W. has succeeded better, in light and 
elegant painting, in this poem than in any other. His 
Hanoverian and Jacobite are very sweet pictures, 

Dec. 19(A. — . . . Took tea with the Flaxmana, and 
read to them some passages out of Wordsworth's Baxiirswn. 
, . . Flaxman took umbrage at some mystical expressions 
in the preface, in which W. talks of seeing Jehovah un- 
aUrmed. ' If my brother had written that,' said F., ' I 
should aay. Bum it ; ' but he admitted that W. cotJd not 
mean anything impious in it. Indeed I was unable, and am 
still, to explain the passage, and Lamb's explanation ia un- 
satisfactory, viz., that there are deeper suflerings in the mind 
of man than in any imagined hell. If W. means to aay that 
all notions as to personality in God, as well as the locality of 
hell, are but attempts to individualise notions concerning the 
mind, he will be much more of a metapliysical phdoaopher 
' nach deutscher Art,' than I had any conception of. And 
yet this otherwise glorious and magnificent fragment tends 
thitlierwarda, as far as I can discern any tendency in it. 
Jan. 3, 1815. — The Excursion, on the second perusal. 
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gratified me Btill more than the first, and my own impres- 
sions were not removed by the various criticisms I rfbout 
this time became acquainted with. I read to Mrs W. 
Pattisson the Edeetic Sfview. It is a higlily encomiastic 
article, rendering ample justice to the poetical talenta of 
the author, but very reasonably raising a doubt as to the 
religious character of the poem. It is pointedly insinuated 
that Nature is a sort of God throughout, and consistently 
with the Colvinistic orthodoxy of the reviewer, the lament- 
able error of representing a love of Nature as a sort of 
purifying state of mind, and the study of Nature as a 
sanctifying process, is emphatically pointed out. . . . Mrs 
AV. P. further objected to a want of sensibility, or, rather, 
passion, and she even maintained that one of the reasons 
why I admired him so much is that I never waa in love ! 
We disputed on this head, and it was at last ^eed between 
us that Wordsworth has no power, because he has no 
inclination, to describe the passion of an unsuccessful lover ! 
, . . Mrs W. P. allowed him to possess sensibility, but s 
sensibility extended over a great number of objects e%'en 
inanimate, and not concentrated in the nearest, and 
objects of affection. 

We also read the Edinburgh Review of the Poem. It 
a very severe and contemptuous article. W. is treated 
incurable, and the charges are run with great vivacity in 
the old keys — affectation, bad taste, mysticism. He is 
reproached with Iiaving written more feebly than before. 
Some of the blows will have effect, I fear, but not all. A 
ludicrous statement of the story is given, which will 
impose on many ; for Homer, or the Bible, might he 
represented. There is little novelty in the attack 
Wordsworth, and it will do little mischief among those who 
are already acquainted with the Edinburgh Review articles 
but it will close up the eyes of many who might otherwise 
liave recovered their sight. 



B%-en 



1 



I 



THE EXCURSION : COE RESPOND ENCE. 231 

Perhaps, after all, The Excursion will leave Mr Worda- 

Ivorth'a admirets and contanmera where they were. Each 

I will be furniahed with instances of excellence and deformity 

I to strengthen hJa own perauasions. Certainly I could wish 

I for a somewhat clearer development of the author'a opinions, 

I for the retrenchment of some of the uninteresting inter- 

I locutory matter, for the exclusion of one tale, the angry and 

avaricious and unkind woman, and curtailments in most of 

the other narratives. But with these deductions from the 

worth of the Poem, I do not hesitate to place it among the 

noblest works of the human intellect ; and to me it is one ; 

of the most delightful. What is good is of the best kind of 

goodness, and the passages are not few which place the 

f author on a level with Milton. It is true W. is not an epic 

poet ; but it is also true that what Uvea in the hearts of 

readers from the works of Milton is also not the epic poem, 

Milton'a stni-y has merit imqueationably, but it is rather 

a lyric than an epic narrative Wordsworth is purely 

and exclusively a lyric poet in the extended use of tliat 

term."* 

Of 77t£ Excursion Southey wrote thus to Bernard Barton 
from Keswick, Dec. 19, 1814 ; — 

" My Dear Sie, — , . . Wordsworth's residence and mine 
are fifteen miles asunder, a sufficient distance to preclude 
any frequent interchange of visits, I have known him 
nearly twenty years, and, for about half that time, intimately. 
The atrength and the character of his mind you see in TIic 
Hxcurdon, and his life does not beUe hia writings ; for, in 
every relation of life, and every point of view, he is a truly 

* Beferring to C»bb RobtnHOn'a Diary, niky I be allowed to exprsM tbo 
hope that the admirable critical eaCimatea which he paaaeB od Goetbo's 
works (m they sacceseivety appeared), and on mauy othera of hia illiiatrioua 
coutemporariei, will lome day be published! 
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exemplary and admirable man. In conversation he ; 
powerful beyond any of his contemporaries ; and, as i 
poet, — I speak not from the partiality of friendship, nor 
because we have been so absurdly held up as both writing 
upon one concerted system of poetry, but with the most 
deliberate exercise of impartial judgment whereof I am 
capable, when I declare my full conviction that posterity 
will rank bim with Milton. , . . — Believe me, yours with 
sincere respect, Eobert Southey." * ■ 



all a 
seat 



On Dec. 24, 1814, Southey wrote to Walter Scott 
" JeSrey, I hear, has written what his admirers call 
erushing review of Hie Excursion. He miglit aa well seat 
himself upon Skid daw, and fancy be had crushed 
mountain. I heartily wish Wordsworth may one 
meet him, and lay him alongside yardarm and yardann i] 
ailment." 

The following letter of Southey to Channcey 
Townsend has an ec^ual interest with the last : — 

"IteswicK, Auffoit 17, 1816. 
My Deab Chauscev, — . . . There is a paper of mine in 
the last Quarlerli/, upon the means of bettering the condition 
of the poor. You will be interested by a stoiy which it 
contains of an old woman upon Exmoor. In Wordsworth's 
blank-verse it would go to every heart. Have you read 
The Excu,rswn i and have you read the collection of Word»>j 
worth's other poems, in two octavo volumes ? If you han 
not, there is a great pleasure in store for you. I am Bffi 
blind admirer of Wordsworth, and can see where he has 
'■"aen subjects which are unworthy in themselves, and 
strength of iiis imagination and of his feeUnj 

t(ft *nrf Cmrttpondaite o/Robtrt Sovihey, vol iv,, p. 81. 
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directed upon inadequate objects. Notwithstanding these 
faults, and their frequent occurrence, it is by the side of 
Milton that Wordsworth will have his station awarded him 
by posterity. God bless you ! E. S." 

Five letters written by Charles Lamb to Wordsworth in 
the years 1814 and 1815, referring both to The Excursion 
and Lamb's review of it in The Quarterly, and to other poems 
of Wordsworth, are as instructive as the letters of Southey 
just quoted. These letters have been already published, and 
will be found, both in the Fined Memorials of Charles Lamh, 
by Sergeant Talfourd, and in the admirable edition of LamVs 
Letters, by Canon Ainger ; but their reproduction here will 
give unity to the life of Wordsworth. The special interest 
in these letters of Lamb's is not their insight, or their 
humour, or even their delicate enthusiasm, but their dis- 
closure of the way in which Lamb's criticism of The Recursion 
was mangled and travestied by Gifford. 

Lamb wrote thus to Wordsworth on receiving The JExcur- 
sion: — 

" Atigust 14, 1814.* 

Dear Wordsworth, — I cannot tell you how pleased I 
was at the receipt of the great armful of poetry which you 
have sent me ; and to get it before the rest of the world 
too ! I have gone quite through with it, and was thinking 
to have accomplished that pleasure a second time before I 
wrote to thank you, but M. Burney came in the night (while 
we were out) and made holy theft of it, but we expect 
restitution in a day or two. It is the noblest conversa- 
tional poem I ever read — a day in Heaven. The part (or 
rather main body) which has left the sweetest odour on my 

* See Letters of Charles Lamb, edited by Alfred AiDger, vol. L, pp. 
271-2. 
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memory (a bad term for the remains o£ an impression ao 
recent), ia the Tales of the Churchyard ; the only girl among 
seven brethren, bom out of due time, and not duly taken 
away again ; the deaf man and the blind man ; the Jaoolate 
and the Hanoverian, whom antipathies reconcile; the 
Scarron-entry of the rusticating parson upon liis solitude; — 
these were all new to me too. My having known the atoiy 
of Margaret (at the beginning), a very old acquaintance, even 
as long back as when I saw you 6rst at Stowey, did not 
make her reappearance less fresh. I don't know what to 
pick out of this best of hooka upon the best subjects for 
partial naming. That gorgeous sunset is famous ; * I think it 
must have been the identical one we saw on Salisbury 
Plain five years ago, that drew Phillips from the card-table, 
where lie had sat from rise of tliat luminary to its unequalled 
set; but neither he nor I had gifted eyes to see those 
symbols of common things glorified, such as the prophets 
saw them in that sunset — the wheel, the potter's clay, the 
wash-pot, the wine-press, the almond-tree rod, the baskets 
of figs, the fourfold visaged head, the tlirone, and Him that 
sat thereon. 

One feeling I was particularly struck vrith, as what I 
recognised so very lately at Harrow Church on entering in 
it aft«r a hot and secular day's pleasure, the instantaneous 
coolness and calming, almost transforming properties of a 
country church just entered ; a certain fragrance which it 
has, either from its holiness, or being kept shut all the week, 
or tlie air that is . . . pure country, exactly what you 
have reduced into words ; but I am feeling that which 
I cannot express. Heading your lines about it fixed me for 
a time, a monument in Harrow Church. Do you know it ? 
irith its fine long spire, white as washed marble, to be seen. 
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by vantage of its high site^ as far as Salisbury spire itself 
almost 

I shall select a day or two, very shortly, when I am cool- 
est in brain, to have a steady second reading, which I feel 
will lead to many more, for it will be a stock book with me 
while eyes or spectacles shall be lent me. There is a great 
deal of noble matter about mountain scenery, yet not so 
much as to overpower and discountenance a poor Londoner 
or south-countryman entirely, though Mary seems to have 
felt it occasionally a little too powerfully, for it was her 
remark during reading it, that by your system it was doubt- 
ful whether a liver in towns had a soul to be saved. She 
almost trembled for that invisible part of us in her. ..." 

" 1814.* 

Dear Wordswobth, — I told you my review was a very 
imperfect one. But what you will see in the Quarterly is a 
spurious one, which Mr Baviad Gifford has palmed upon it 
for mine. I never felt more vexed in my life than when I 
read it. I cannot give you an idea of what he has done to 
it, out of spite at me, because he once sufifered me to be 
called a lunatic in his Review. The latigtuige he has altered 
throughout. Whatever inadequateness it had to its subject, 
it was, in point of composition, the prettiest piece of prose I 
ever writ : and so my sister (to whom alone I read the MS.) 
said That charm, if it had any, is all gone : more than a 
third of the substance is cut away, and that not all from one 
place, but passim, so as to make utter nonsense. Every 
warm expression is changed for a nasty cold one. 

I have not the cursed alteration by me ; I shall never 
look at it again ; but for a specimen, I remember I had 
said the poet of the Excursion ' walks through common 

* The UUtra of Charles Lamb, vol. L, pp. 280-282. 
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forests as through some Dodona or enchanted wood, and! 
every casual bird that flits upon the boughs, like that I 
miraculous out! in Tasso, but in language more piercing than 
any articulate sounds, reveals to him far higher love-lays." 
It is now (besides half-a-dozen alterations in the same half- 
dozen lines), ' but in language more iTitelligmt reveals to j 
Mm,' — that is one I remember. 

But that would have been little, putting his damn'd shoe- I 
maker phraseology (for he was a shoemaker) instead of 
mine, wliich has been tinctured with better authors than hia | 
ignorance can comprehend ; — tor I reckon myself a dab at , 
prose ; — verse I leave to my betters : God help them, if they 
are to he so reviewed by friend and foe as you have been 
this quarter ! I have read, ' It won't do.' But worse than i 
altering words; he has kept a few members only of tlie 
part I had done best, which was to explain all I could of , 
your ' Scheme of Hannoniea,' as I had ventured to call it, 1 
between the external universe and what within us answers ' 
to it. To do this I had accumulated a good many short 
passages, rising in length to the end, weaving in the extracts ' 
as if they came in as a part of the text naturally, not intrud- 
ing them as specimens. Of this part a little is left, but so | 
as, without conjuration, no man could tell what I wtis driv- I 
ing at. A proof of it you may see (though not judge of the I 
whole of the injustice) by these words. I had spoken some- J 
thing about 'natural methodism;' and after follows, 'and | 
therefore the tale of Margaret should have been postponed' 
(I forget my words, or his words) ; now the reasons for post- ] 
poning it are as deducible from what goes before as they are J 
from the 104th Psalm. The passage whence I deduced itJ 
has vanished, but clapping a colon before a thtr^ore iai 
always reason enough for Mr Eaviad Gifford to allow to aa 
reviewer that is not himself. I assure you my complaintSil 
are well founded, I know how sore a word altered makes,J 



THE EXCUESION : CORRESPONDENCE. 237 

one ; but, indeed, of this review the whole complexion is 
gone. I regret only that I did not keep a copy, I am sure 
you would have been pleased with it, because I have been 
feeding my fancy for some months with the notion of pleas- 
ing you. Its imperfection or inadequat«nes3 in fiize and 
method I knew ; but for the writing part of it I was fully 
satisSed ; I hoped it would make more than atonement. 
Ten or twelve distinct passages come to my mind, which are 
gone ; and what is left is, of course, tlie worse for their 
having been there ; the eyes are pulled out, and the bleeding 
sockets are left. 

I read it at Arch's shop with my face burning with vexa- 
tion secretly, with juat such a feeling as if it had been a 
review written against myself, making false quotations from 
me. But I am ashamed to say so much about a short piece. 
How are you served 1 and the labours of years turned into 
contempt by scoundrels ! 

But I could not but protest against your taking that 
thing as mine. Every prdty expression (I know there were 
many), every warm expression (there was nothing else), is 
vulgarised and frozen. But if they catch me in their camps 
again, let them spitclicock me ! They had a right to do it, 
as no name appears to it ; and Mr Shoemaker Gifford, I 
Buppose, never waived a right he bad since he commenced 
author. God confound him and all caitiffs I C. L." 

'• Aug-ailZQ, 18U.* 
Mv Deab W. ... I reclaimed your book, which Hazlitt 
has uncivilly kept, only two days ago, and have made 
shift to read it again with shattered brain. It does not 
lose — rather some parts have come out with a prominence I 
did not perceive before — but such was my aching head 
yesterday (Sunday), that the book was like a mountain 
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landscape to one that should walk on the edge of a preci- 
pice i I perceive beauty dizzily. .... The unlucky reason 
of the detention of The ExcitTsitm was Hazlitt . . . M. Buniey 
borrowed it for him, and ... I only got it on Friday. His 
remarks had some vigour in tbem ; particularly something 
about an old ruin being too ■modem for your Priineval Nature, I 
and about a lichen. I forget the passage, but the whole 
wore a slovenly air of despatch. That objection which M. 
Burney had imbibed from him about Voltaire, I explained 
to M. B. (or tried) exactly on your principle of its being a 
characteristic speecli.* That it was no settled comparative 
estimate of Voltaire with any of his own tribe of buffoons — 
no injustice, even if you spoke it, for I dared aay you never 
could relish Candide. I know I tried to get through it 
about a twelvemonth since, and couldn't for the dulness. 
Now I think I have a wider range in buffoonery than you. 
Too much toleration perhaps. . . . 

I keep writing on. . , . My left arm reposes on The JBxeur-. 
sion. I feel wliat it would be in quiet. It is now a sealed 
book," 

[1815.] 

"Dbah WoRDSwoRTHit — You have made me very proud 
with your successive book presents. I have been carefully 
through the two volumes, to see that notliing was omitted 
which used to be there. I think I miss notliing but a char- 
acter in the antithetic manner,! which I do not know why 
you left out, — the moral to the boys' building the giaut,§ the 
omission whereof leaves it, in my mind, leas complete, — and 
one admirable line gone (or something come instead of it), 
" the stone-chat, and the glancing sand-piper," |I which was & 




• Comp«re Tlu ExcMrtioa, Book ii., vol. v., p. 84. 

t The Lellem ofCliaria lamb, vol. i,, p, 283. 

tSeeA Charaeler, vol. U., p. 190. 

S 8m Rural ArchiUetare, vol. 0., p. IBO. 

g Bee Tht rfwtree Seat, vol L, p. 106. 
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line quite alive. I demand these at your hand I am glad 
that you have not sacrificed a verse to those scoundrels. I 
would not have had you oflfer up the poorest rag that lin- 
gered upon the stript shoulders of little Ali>ce Fell, to have 
atoned all their malice ; I would not have given 'em a red 
doak to save their souls. I am afraid lest that substi- 
tution of a shell (a fiat falsification of the history) for the 
household implement, as it stood at first, was a kind of tub 
thrown out to the beast, or rather thrown out for him. 
The tub was a good honest tub in its place, and nothing 
could fairly be said against it. You say you made the 
alteration for the 'friendly reader,' but the 'malicious' 
will take it to himself. Damn 'em if you give 'em an inch, 
&a The Preface is noble, and such as you should write. 
I wish I could set my name to it. Imprimatur, — but you 
have set it there yourself, and I thank you. I would 
rather be a door-keeper in your margin, than have their 
proudest text swelling with my eulogies. The poems in the 
volumes, which are new to me, are so much in the old tone, 
that I hardly received them as novelties. Of those of 
which I had no previous knowledge, the ' Four Yew Trees,' 
and the mysterious company which you have assembled 
there, most struck me — ' Death the Skeleton, and Time the 
Shadow.' It is a sight not for every youthful poet to dream 
of ; it is one of the last results he must have gone thinking 
on for years for. Lax)damia is a very original poem ; I 
mean original with reference to your own manner. You 
have nothing like it. I should have seen it in a strange 
place, and greatly admired it, but not suspected its deriva- 
tion. .... 

I am almost sorry that you printed extracts from those 
first poems,* or that you did not print them at lengtL 

* An Evening Walk, and Descriptive Sketches, 
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They do not read to me aa they do altogether. Besides, thej 
have diminished the value of the original, which I possess 
as a curiosity. I have hitherto kept them distinct in my 
mind as referring to a i)articiilar period of your life. All 
the rest of your poems are so much of a piece, they might 
have been written in the same week ; these decidedly speafc 
' of an earlier period. They tell more of what you had been 
reading. We were glad to see the poems ' by a female 
friend.' The one on the Wind is masterly, but not new to 
us. Being only three, perhaps you might have clapt a D. 
at the comer, and let it have past as a printer's mark to the 
uninitiated, as a delightful hint to the better instructed. As 
it is, expect a formal criticism on the poems of your female 
friend, and she must expect it. . . . C, Lamb." 

[ISlC] 
" Excuse this maddish letter ; I am too tired to write in 

for-m&, 

Deas Wordsworth,* — The more I read of your two last 
volumes, the more I feel it necessary to make my acknow- 
ledgments for them in more than one short letter. The 
Night Piece, to which you refer me, I meant fully to have 
noticed ; but, the fact is, I come so duttering and languid 
from business, tired with thoughts of it, frightened with the 
fears of it, that when I get a few minutes to sit down to 
scribble (an action of the hand now seldom natural to me — 
I mean voluntary pen-work) I lose all presential memory of 
what I had intended to say. ... So I meant to mention 
Yarrmo Visited, with that stanza, ' But thou, that didst ') 
appear so fair,' than which I think no lovelier stanza 
can be found in the wide world of poetry ; yet the poem, 
on the whole, seems condemned to leave behind it a melan- 
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dioly of imperfect satisfaction, as if you had wronged the 
feeling with wliich, in what preceded it, you had resolved 
never to visit it, and as if the Muse had determined, in the 
most delicate manner, to make you, and scarce tnake you, 
feel it Else, it is far superior to the otlier, which has but 
one exquisite verse in it, the last but one, or the last two ; 
this is all fine, except perhaps that thai of ' studious 
and generous cares,' has a little tinge of the less 
romantic about it The Fanner of TUsbury Vale is a 
charming counterpart to Poor Susan, with the addition of 
that delicacy towards aberrations from the strict path, wliich 

30 fine in the ' Old Thief and the Boy by his side,' which 
always brings water into my eyes. Perhaps it is the worse 
for being a repetition ; ' Susan ' stood for the representative 
of poor Mns in urbc. There was quite enough to stamp the 
moral of the thing never to be forgotteu ; ' briglit volumes of 
vapour,' &C. The last verse of Susan was to be got rid of, 
st all events. It threw a kind of dubiety upon Susan's 
moral conduct Susan is a servant maid. I see her 
trundling her mop, and contemplating the wliirliug pheno- 
menon through blurred optics ; but to term her ' a poor 
outcast ' seems as much as to say that poor Susan was no 
better than she should be, which I trust was not what you 
meant to express. Eobin Goodfellow supports himself without 
that siiek of a moral which you have thrown away; but 
how I can be brought in /elo de oviitlendo for that ending to 
the Boy-buLIders is a mystery. I can't say positively now, 

I only know that no line oftener or readier occurs 
than that ' Light-hearted boys, I will build up a Giant with 
you.' It comes naturally, with a warm holiday, and the 
freshness of the blood. It is a perfect summer amulet, that 
I tie round my legs to quicken their motion when I go out 
a-maying. (N.B.) I don't often go out a-maying; — mmt is 
the tense with me now. Do you take the pun t Young 
n. Q 
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Romilly is divine j the reasons of his mother's grief being 
remediless. I never saw parental love carried up so high. 
towering above the other loves. Shakespeare had done 
something for the filial, in Cordelia, and, by implication, for 
the fatherly too, in Lear's resentment ; he left it for you to 
explore the depths of the maternal heart. I get stupid, and 
flat, and flattering ; what's the use of telling you what good 
tilings you have written, or — I hope I may add — that I 
know them to be good ? Apropos — when I first opened 
upon the jiist-mentioned poem, in a careless tone, I said to 
Mary, as if putting a riddle, ' WTuit is good for a bootltts 
im«f' To which, with infinite presence of mind (as the 
jest-book has it), she answered, "A shoeless pea." It was 
the first joke she ever made. Joke the second I make. 
You distinguish well, in your old preface, between the verses 
of Dr Johnson, of the ' Man in the 'Strand,' and those from 
' The Babes in the Wood.' I was t hinkin g, whether taking 
your own glorious lines — 

And from the love which was in bar soul 
For her youthful Koraillj! 

which, by the love I bear my own soul, I think have 
parallel in any, the best old ballads, and just altering thent 
to— 

Aiid from the great respect ahe felt 
For Sir Samuel RomiUy," 

would not have explained the boundaries of prose expres- 
sion and poetic feeling, nearly as well. Excuse my levity 
on such an occasion. I never felt deeply in my life if that 
poem did not make me feel, both lately and when I read it 
in MS. No alderman ever longed after a haunch of buck 
venison more thau I for a spiritual taate of that WhUe Dm 
you pi-omise. I am sure it is superlative, or will be when 
dresi, i.e., pi-inted. All things read raw to me in MS. j to 
compare maffJM paruis, I cannot endure my own wriCiiigs 
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fin that state. The only one which I think would not veiy 
^much win upon me in print is Peter Bell. Bnt I am not 
certain. You ask me about your preface, I like both that 
and the supplement mthout an exception. The account of 
what you mean by imagination is very valuable to me. It 
will help me to hke some things in poetry better, which is 
a little humiliating in me to confess. I thought I could 
not be instructed in that science (I mean the critical), as I 
once heard old obscene, beastly Peter Pindar, in a dispute 
on Milton, say lie thought that if he had reason to value 
himself upon one thing more than another, it was in 
knowing what good verse was. Who looked over your 
proof-sheets and left ordcbo in that line of Virgil ? . . ■ — 
Tours, dear W,, and all yours, 0. LAMa" 

Short extracts from other two of Lamb's letters, though 
belonging to the year 1816, may find then- most appropriate 
place as a sequel to the above. 

'• AprUi, 181C.* 

Dkah Wordsworth, — Thanks for the books you have 
iven me, and for all the books you mean to give me, I 
will bind up the Political Sonnets and Ode according to your 
BOggestiou. I have not bound the poems yet. I wait till 
people have done borrowing them. I tliink I shall get a 
chain and chain them to my shelves, 7/wre BodleiaTw, and 
people may come and read them at chain's length. For of 

I those who borrow, some read slow ; some mean to read but 
don't read ; and some neither read nor mean to read, but 
borrow to leave you an opinion of their sagacity. 
ere 



Tell Mrs W. her postscripts are always agreeable. They 
I legible too. Your manual-graphy ia terrible, dark 

• Tht UUir$ (^fCharlta Lamb, vol, L p. 302. 
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as Lycopbron. 'Likelihood,' for instance, in thus typified. 
... I should not wonder if the constant making out of 
such paragrapha is the cause of that weakness in Mrs W.'s 
eyes, aa she is tenderly pleased to express iL Dorothy, I 
hear, has mounted spectacles ; so you have deoculated two 
of your dearest relations in life. Well, God bless you, and 
continue to give you power to write with a finger of power 
upon our hearts what you fail to impress, in corresponding 
lucidness, upon our outward eyesight 1 . . . — Adieu, 

C. Lamb." 

" Accovarjtyfa Offick, April SB, 1816.* 
Dear W., — . . . Coleridge is absent but four miles, and 
the neighbourhood of such a man is as exciting as the pre- 
sence of fifty ordinary persons, 'Tis enough to be within 
the whifTand wind of his genius for us not to possess oiir 
souls in quiet. If I lived with him, or the Author of The 
Excursion, I should, in a very little time, lose my own 
identity, and be dragged along in the current of other 
people's thoughts, hampered in a net. ... C. Lamb." 

Most of the letters written by Wordsworth in 1 8 1 5 throw 
light on the literary works he had in hand, on his efforts in 
behalf of his friends, and on his opinions upon contemporary 
events. 

On the l7th February 1 8 1 5, he wrote thus to Mr Gillies, 
the friend whose acquaintance be had made in Scotland three 
years before : 

"Etdal Mount, Feh. 17, 1815.* 

My Deah Sib, — . . . One of my eug^ements has been 
the writing of an additional preface and a supplementary 

say to my poems, I have ordered Longman to send the 

* Tht htlttra qf Charki Lamb, vol. i„ pp. 305-6. 

hjlMHoira qfa Literary VeUran, by R. P. Qilliea, vol. ii., pp. 154-157. 
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I book to you 03 soon as printed. . ■ . You will find a few 
P hits at certain celebrated names of Scotland — I do not mean 
persons now living, — whicli may give great offence ; yet not 
much, I think, to you. . . I confesa I much prefer the 
classical model of Dr Beattie to the insupportable slovenli- 
ness, and neglect of syntax and grammar, by which Hogg's 
writings are disfigured. 

. . . You advei-t in your notes to certain stores of High- 
land character, incident, and manners, which have been but 
slightly touched upon. Would it not be well to collect 
these aa materials for a poetic story, which, if you would set 
yourself to work in good earnest, I am confident you could 
execute with effect ? Let me reconmiend this to you, or to 
compose a romance founded on some one of the many works 
of this kind that exist, as Wieland has done in his 'Oberon;' 
not that I should advise such a subject as he has chosen. 
You have an ear, and you have a command of diction, a 
fluency of style, and I wish, aa your friend, that you would 
engage in some literary labour that would carry you out of 
yourself, and be the means of delighting the well-judging 
part of the world. In what I said upon the setting down 
thoughts in prose, I only meant briefly aa memoranda to 
prevent their being lost. It is unaccountable to me how 
men could ever proceed as Racine {and Alfieri, I believe,) 
nsed to do, first writing their plays in prose, and afterwards 
. turning them into verse. It may answer with so slavish a 
language and so enslaved a taste as the French have, but 
with us it is not to be thought of. 

... Let me know if you continue in the mind of trying 
[ the effect of Westmoreland air upon your spirits. Mr 
I Wilson has a charming little cottage at Klleray, which, 
r perhaps, he ia not likely to make use of ; but this you 
would find very lonely ; and it is several miles distant from 
L US. I fear there would be some difficulty in getting 
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lodgings that would siiit you ; but the trial miist be mada 
The country is at present charming, the first spring flowera 
peeping forth in the gardens wonderfully. 

I hope that you continue to like The ExcuTsion. I hear 
good news of it from many quarters. But its prt^ress to 
general notice must be slow. 

Have you read Lucien Bonaparte's epic ? I attempted 
it, but gave in at the sixth canto, being pressed for time. I 
shall, however, resume the labour, if opportunity offers. But 
the first three stanzas convinced me that the author was no 
poet Farewell ! Miss Hutchinson is still in Wales. Mrs 
Wordsworth begs her best regards. — Faithfully yours, 

William Wohdswobth," 

A few weeks later Wordsworth wrote thus to Thomas 
Poole, Nether Stowey : — 

" Rtsal Moubt, Amblbsidb, 
March 13, 1816. 

My Dear Poole, — A few days ago I was at Keswick, 
where I learned that Hartley was to go to Oxford about 
Easter. Mrs Coleridge wished ine to write to you and 
mention this, and also that if it were not inconvenient to 
you, that the £10 which you were bo kind as to offer, 
would be convenient at this time ; as she has not the means 
of fitting him out, and she does not like to apply to his 
uncles in the first instance. He is to go to Merton College, 
where his cousins or uncles (I am not sure wliich) have 
procured him an office, the title of it Postmaster, which is 
to bring him in £50 per annum, which with hia uncle's 
X40, Lady B.'s X30, and your £10, it is hoped will main- 
tain him. Cottle also allows £5 per annmn ; if more be 
wanted, Southey and I must contrive to advance it I 
have done all in my power to impress upon H.'s mind the 
necessity of not trusting vaguely to his talents, and to an 
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irregular sort of knowledge, however considerable it may ba 
in some particulars ; and of appl;^'ing himself zealously and 
peraeveringly to those studies which the University points 
out to him. His prime object ouglit to be to gain an 
independence ; and I have striven to place this truth before 
hia understanding in the clearest point of view ; and I took 
the opportunity of speaking to liim on the subject in the 
presence of Ma uncle Southey, who confirmed and enforced 
all that I said. So that if good advice have any virtue in 
it, he has not been left unfurnished with it. Southey 
means to look out for a place in some public office for 
Derwent ; he hopes to succeed in the Exchet^uer where the 
situations are very good. Sara has made great progress in 
Italian under her mother; and is learning French and Latin. 
She is also instructed in music by Miss Barker, a friend 
of Southey's, who is their near neighbour ; so that should 
it be necessary she will be well fitted to become a governess 
in a nobleman or gentleman's family, in course of time ; she 
is remarkably clever ; and her musical teacher says that her 
progress is truly astonishing. Her health unfortunately is 
but delicate. 

It was my intention to write to you if Mrs C. had not 
requested it, and I am happy to give this account of our 
friend's children, who are all very promising. Nevertheless, 
I have some fears for Hartley, as he is too much inclined to 
the eccentric But it ia our duty to hope for the best 
Coleridge, we have learnt, is still with the Morgana, but 
removed from the neighbourhood of Bath to Colne or Cain 
in Wiltshire. Hia friends in this country hear nothing 
from him directly. A sister of my wife's who waa staying 
at Bath, walked over to call upon him, but found the family 
removed. His late landlady was very communicative, and 
said that Mr C. used to talk with her of his children, and 
mentioned that his eldest was going to college. So that 
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you see he expects the thing to take place j though he 
wished to put it off when you conversed with him on the 
subject I rejoice to hear of your thriving school. I 
Iiave not yet seen your relation's pamplilet which you 
recommend ; I have heard it praised by others, and shall 
procure it. 

It you have read my poem STte Excursum, you will 
there see what importance I attach to the Madras system. 
Next to the art of printing, it is the noblest invention for 
the improvement of the human species. Our population in 
this neighbourhood is not sufficient to apply it on a large 
scale ; but great benefit has been derived from it even upon 
a small one. If you have read my poem, 1 should like to 
have a history of your feelings during the perusal, and your 
opinion afterwards ; if it has not deeply interested you, I 
should fear that I have missed my aim in some important 
particulars. I had the hope of pleasing you in my mind, 
during the composition in many parts, especially those in 
which I have alluded to the influence of the manufacturing 
spirit ; and iu the pictures, in the last book but one, which 
I have given of boys in different situations in life ; the 
manufacturer, the boy of the yeomanry, and the clergyman's 
and gentleman's son. If you can conscientiously recommend 
this expensive work to any of your wealthier friends, I will 
thank you, as I wish to have it printed in a cheaper form, 
for those who cannot afford to buy it in its present shape. 
And as it is in some places a little abstruse, and in all 
serious, without any of the modem attractions of glittering 
style, or incident to provoke curiosity, it cannot be expected 
to make its way witiiout difficulty, and it is therefore 
especially incumbent on those who value it to exert them- 
selves in its behalf. My opinion as to the execution of tha 
minor parts of my works is not in the least altered. My 
poems are upon the point of being republished, in two^ 
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Tols. octavo, with a new preface, and several additions, 
though not any pieces of length. I should like to present 
you with a copy as a testimony of my regard, if you would 
let me know where you wish to have it sent; or if you 
could call, or desire anybody to call for it at Longmans, 
Pray give me your ootiona upon the Com Laws ; what 
restricted price you think high enough — some one seems 
indispensable. — Moat faithfully yours, 

W. Wordsworth," 

The following letter to Gillies gives Wordsworth's earliest 
judgment on the novels of Sir Walter Scott. 

" Rydal Mofnt, April 25, 1815." 
My Dear SlR,t — I think of starting for London in a few 
days with Mrs Wordsworth, and as I wish to leave home 
with as clear a conscience as I can, I sit down to atone for 
one of my offences in not having replied sooner to your kind 
letter. . , . 

Tou ought to have received my two volumes of poems 
long before this, if Longman bad done his duty. I ordered 
a copy likewise to be sent to Walter Scott I cannot but 
flatter myself that this publication will interest you. The 
paina which I have bestowed on tiie composition can never 
be known but to myself, and I am very sorry to find, on 
reviewing the work, that the labour has been able to do so 
little for it. You mentioned (?uy Mantiering in your last, 
I have read it. I cannot say that I was disappointed, for 
there is very considerable talent displayed in the perform- 
ance, and much of that sort of knowledge with which the 



* So It is dated in GUlIn' book : but Wordnvortb wm then In London. 
The month waa probably Marcb. The mistake ma; be either Words- 
worlb'*, or Oilliea'. 

t Mtmoirt q/a Liitrary Vtixran, by B. P. Qilltea, vol. iL, pp. 157-100. 
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ir'a mind is so richly atxjred. But the adventures I 
ink not well chosen, or invented ; and they are still none 
put together ; and the characters, with the exception ot M^ 
Merrileea, excite little interest. In the manc^ement of this 
lady, the author has shown very considerable ability, bnt 
with thut want of taste, wliich is universal among modem 
novels of the Iladclifl'e school, which as far as they are coo- 
cemed, thia ia. I allude to tlie laborious manner in which 
everything ia placed before your eyes for the productioD of 
picturesque effect The reader, in good narration, feels that 
pictures rise up before his sight, and pass away from it 
unostentatiously, succeeding each other. But when they 
are fixed upon an easel for the express purpose of being 
admired, the judicious are apt to take offence, and even to 
turn sulky at the exhibitor's officiouaness. But these novels 
are likely to be much overrated on their first appearance 
and will afterwards be as much undervalued. Waverleg 
heightened my opinion of Scott's talents very considerably, 
and if Manncring has not added much, it has not taken 
much away. Infinitely the best part of Waverley is the 
pictures of Highland manners at Mac Iver's castle, and the 
delineation ot his character, which arc done with great spirit 
The Scotch baron, and all the circumstances in which he ia 
exhibited, are too peculiar and outr^ Such caricatures 
require a higher condiment of humour to give them a relish, 
than the author of Wavcrky possesses. . . . 

Excuse this dull and hasty letter, and believe me, — Most 
wncerely yours, William Wordswoeth." 

In the spring of 1815 Wordsworth was in London, and 
B following account ot Haydon's taking a cast of his 

I tlie judgment which the artist formed of the poet's 
L baa an interest of its own. 
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"April \Zth, 1816.* — I had a cast made yesterday of 
Wordsworth's face. He bore it like a philosopher. John 
Scott was to meet him at breakfast, and just as he came in 
the plaster was put on. Wordsworth was sitting in the 
other room in lay dressing-gown, with his hands folded, 
sedate, solemn, and stilL I stepped into Scott and told him 

a curiosity to take a peep, that he might say the first 
sight lie ever had of so great a poet was in this stage 
towards immortality. 

I opened the door slowly, and there he sat, innocent and 
unconscious of our plot, in mysterioiis stillness and silence. 
"When he was relieved, he came into breakfast with his usual 
<iheerfulnes3, and delighted us by his bursts of inspiration. 
At one time he shook us both, in explaining the principles 
of his system, his views of man, and his object in writing. 

Wordsworth's faculty is in describing those far-reaching i 
and intense feeUngs, and glimmerings, and doubts, and fears, ,j 
and hopes of man, as referring to what he might be before | 
lie was bom, or what he may be hereafter. 

He is a great being, and will hereafter be ranked as one 
who had a portion of tlie spirit of the mighty ones, especially 
Milton, but who did not possess the power of using that 
spirit otherwise than with reference to himself, and so as to 
excite a reflex action only : this is, in my opinion, his great 
characteristic. 

We afterwards called on Hunt, and as Hunt had previ- 
ously attacked him and had now reformed his opinions, the 
meeting was interesting. 

Hunt paid him the highest compliments, and told him 
that as he grew wiser and got older, lie found his respect for 
his powers, and enthusiasm for his genius increase. 
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have called on Wordawortk Here, again, he really bniat 
forth with burning feelings ; I never heard him so eloquent 
before. 

I afterwards sauntered along with him to West-End 
Lane, and so on to Hampstead, with great delight Neva 
did any man so beguile tlie time aa Wordsworth- Ki< 
purity of heart, his kindness, liis soundness of principle, his 
information, lus knowledge, and the intense and eager feel- 
ings with which he pouis forth all he knows, affect, interest 
and enchant me. I do not know any one I would be so 
inchned to worship as a purified being. . . ." 

"May 23?Yf, 1815. — Breakfaated with Wordsworth, and 
spent a delightful two hours. Speaking of Burke, Fox, and 
Pitt, he said, ' You always went from Burke with your 
mind filled ; from Fox with your feelings excited ; and from 
Pitt with wonder at his having had the power to make the 
worse appear the better reason." ' Pitt,' he said, ' preferred 
power to principle,' 

I say it is not so, Pitt at a crisis of danger sacriUced 
his consistency for the sake of his sovereign and country. 
Which is more just ? 

Wordsworth has one and perhaps the greatest part of the 
I great genius ; but lie has not, the hiddus ordo, and he under- 
values it, which is wrong. In phrenological development he 
is without constructiveness, wliile imagination is as big as' 
an egg." 

During this visit to London, in 1815, Wordsworth called 
on Leigh Hunt, who had just come out of prison. 

The account of their interview is best given in Hunt's own 
words, in his Autobiography. 

" It was here * also I had the honour of a visit from Mr 
Wordsworth. ... I had the pleasure of showing him hia 
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book on my shelves by the side of Milton ; a eight which 
must have been the more agreeable, inasmuch as the visit 
was unexpected. He favoured me, in return, with giving his 
opinion of some of the poets, his contemporaries, who would 
assuredly not have paid him a visit on the same grounds on 
which he was pleased to honour myself. Nor do I believe, 
that from that day to this, he thought it becoming in him to 
reciprocate the least part of any benefit wliich a word in 
good season may have done for him. Lord Byron, in resent- 
ment for my having called him the ' prince oE the bards of 
his time,' would not allow him to be even the * one-eyed 
monarch of the blind' He said he was the ' blind mon- 
arch of the one-eyed.' I must still differ with his lordship 
on that point ; but I must own, that, after all which I have 
Been and read, posterity, in my opinion, will differ not a 
little with one person respecting the amount of merit to be 
ascribed to Mr Wordsworth ; though who that one person is 
I shall leave the reader to discover. 

Mr Wordsworth, whom Mr Hazlitt designated as one that 
would have had the wide circle of his humanities made still 
wider, and a good deal more pleasant, by dividing a little 
more of his time between his lakes in Westmoreland and 
the hotels of the Metropolis, had a dignified manner, with a 
deep and roughish but not unpleasing voice, and an exalted 
mode of speaking. He had a habit of keeping his left hand 
in the bosom of his waistcoat, and in this attitude, except 
when he turned round to take one of the subjects of his 
criticism from the shelves (for his contemporaries were there 
also), he sat dealing forth his eloquent but hardly catholic 
judgments. In his ' father's house ' there were not ' many 
mansions.' He was as sceptical on the merits of all kinds 
of poetry but one, as Kichardson was on those of the novels 
of Fielding. 

Under the study in which my visitor and I were sitting 
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was an archway, leading to a nursery-ground ; a cart 
happened to go through it while I was inquiring whether he 
would take any refreshment ; and he uttered, in so lofty ft 
voice, the words, ' Anything which ia going forward,' ihail 
felt inclined to ask him whether he would take a piece ol 
the cart. Lamb would certainly have done it But thi» 
was a levity which would neither have beeu so proper ou 
my part, after ao short an acquaintance, nor very intelligiHe 
perhaps, in any sense of the word, to the serious poet, 
There are good-humoured warrants for s milin g, which lift, 
deeper even than Mr Wordsworth's thoughts for tears. 

I did not see this distinguished person again till thir^j 
years afterwards ; when, I should venture to say, his manner. 
was greatly superior to what it was in the former instance; 
indeed, quite natural and noble, with a cheerful air of! 
animal as well as spiritual confidence ; a gallant bearii^ 
curiously reminding me of the Duke of Wellington, as I 
saw him walking some eighteen years ago by a lady's sids^ 
with no unbecoming oblivion of his time of life. I observed, 
also, that the poet no longer committed himself in scornful 
criticisms, or, indeed, in any criticisms whatever, at least aa 
far as I knew. He had found out that he could, at least, 
afford to be silent. Indeed, he spoke very little of any-i 
thing. The conversation turned upon Milton, and I fancied' 
I had opened a subject that would have ' brought hjm out,' 
by remarking that the most diabolical thing in all ParadiM 
Lost was a feeling attributed to the angels. 'Ay!' said' 
Mr Wordsworth, and inquired what it was. I said it wag 
the passage in which the angels, when they observed Satan 
journeying through the empyrean, let down a set of steps oat 
of heaven, on purpose to add to Ms misery — to bis despair 
of ever being able to re-ascend them ; they being angels iu 
a state of bliss, and he a fallen spirit doomed to eternal- 
punishment. The passage is as follows : — 
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Each Btair whh meant myateriously, nor stood 

There alwOi^rs, but, drawn up to heaven, sonietimee 

Viewleaa ; a&d underneath a bright sea flov'd 

Of jasper, or of liquid pearl, whereon 

Who after came from earth sailing airiT'd 

Wafted by angels, or flew o'er the lake 

Bapt in a chariot drawn by fiery eteeda. 

The Btaira were then let down, whether to dare 

Tfie Send by enay ascent, or aggravate 

Sit tad excluiion from the doors of blu>. 

Mr Wordsworth pondered, and said nothing. I thought 

to myaelf, what pity for the poor devil would not good 

Uncle Toby have expressed ! Into what indignation would 

I not Bums have exploded ! What knowledge of theniselvea 

I would not have been forced upon those same coxcombical 

and malignant angels by Fielding or Shakespeare ! 

Walter Scott said, that the eyes of Bums were the finest 
he ever saw. I cannot say the same of Mr Wordsworth's ; 
that is, not in the sense of the beautiful, or even of the 
profound. But certainly I never beheld eyes that looked so 
inspired or supernatural. They were like fires half burning, 
half smouldering, with a sort of acrid fixture of regard, and 
seated at the further end of two caverns. One might 
imagine Ezekiel or Isaiah to have had such eyes." * 

On the 30th May, Coleridge wrote to Wordsworth of the I 
poem addressed to his friend, when Tht- Prehide was first 
read in his hearing, of The Examiner, and other matters. 

" Calse, 30M May 1816. 
My Honoured Friend, — . . , . But to your letter. First, 
I had never determined to print the lines addressed to you. 
I lent them to Lady Beaumont on her promise that they 
' should be copied, and returned ; and not knowing of any 
oopy in my own possession I sent for them, because I was 
making a MSS. collection of all my poems — publishable or 

• Thi Aulobiosraphy tif Leigh HniU, (ed. 1860), pp. 247-249. 
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unpabliahable — and slill more perhaps for the handwriting 
of the only perfect copy, that entrusted to her ladyship. 
Most assuredly, I never once thought of printing them 
without having consulted you, and since I lit on the fiist 
rude draught, and corrected it as well aa I could, I wanted 
no additional reason for its not being published in my life- 
time, than its permtuilili/ respecting myself. After tie 
opinions I had given publicly, in the preference of Lyddas 
(moral no less than poetical) to Cowley's monody, I could 
not have printed it consistently. It ia for the biographer, 
not the poet, to give the accidents at individutU life. What- 
ever 18 not representative, generic, may be indeed most 
poetically exprest, but is not poetry. Otherwise, I confess, 
your prudential reasons would not have weighed with me, 
except as far as my name might haply injure your reputa- 
tion, for there is nothing in the lines, as far as your powers 
are concerned, which I have not as fully expressed else- 
where — and I hold it a miserable cowardice to withhold b 
deliberate opinion only because the man is alive. 

Secondly, I feared tliat. had I been silent concerning 
T/ie Bxairsion, Lady B. would have drawn some strange 
inference — and yet I had scarcely sent off the letter before 
I repented that I had not run that risk rather than have 
approach to dispraise communicated to you by a third 
person. But what did my criticism amount to, reduced to 
its full and naked sense ? This, that comparalivdy with 
the/orwi«- poem, Tlie Excursion, as far as it was new to me, 
had disappointed my expectations — that the excellences 
were so many and of so high a class, that it was impossible 
to attribute the inferiority, if any such really existed, to 
any flagging of the writer's own genius — and that I con- 
jectured that it might have been occasioned by the influence 
of self-established convictions, having given to certain 
thoughts and expressions a depth and force which they had 
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>t for readers in general. In order, therefore, to explain 
the disappmntment, I must recall to your mind what my 
'Ktations were : and as these again were founded on the 
ipposition tliat (in whatever order it might be published) 
le poem on the growth of your own mind was as the 
ground-plot and the roots, out of which the Reduse was to 
have sprung up as the tree. As far as the same sap in 
both, I expected them doubtless to have formed one com- 
plete whole ; but in matter, form, and product to be 
different, each not only a distinct but a different work. 
In the first I had found ' themes by thee first sung aright.' 

Of smilea Hpontaueoiin niid myEterious fears 

(The first-bom they of reason aatl twin-birth) 

Of tides obedient to external force ; 

And currenta aelf-determin'd, as might seem. 

Or by Home central breath ; of moueDta awful. 

Now in thj inner life, and now abroad, 

When power atream'd frora thee, and thy soul received 

The light rejected as a light beatow'd ; 

Of fancies fair, and milder hours of youth, 

Hyblaean marmurs of poetic thought 

Induitrioua in its joy, in vales and glens 

Native or outland. Lakes and famous hills I 

Or on the lonely high-road, when the stars 

Were rising, or by secret mountain streanis. 

The guides and the companions of thy way ; 

Of more than fancy — of the tocial tetue 

Distending wide and man beloved aa man. 

Where France in all her towns lay vibrating, 

EVn as a bark becalm'd beneath the burst 

Of heaven's immediate thunder, when no cloud 

Is visible, or shadow on the main ! 

For thou wert there, thy own brows garlanded. 

Amid the tremor of a realm aglow, 

Amid a mighty nation jubilant. 

When from the general heart nl human kind 

Mope sprang forth, like a tull-bom deity ! 

Of tliat dear hope afflicted, and ama/d, 

So homeward sunimon'd ! thenceforth calm and sura 

From the dread watch tower of man's abeolute self 

With light unwauiog ou her eyes, to look 
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Far on 1 herself a glory to behold. 
The augel of the visioo I Then (Ust Btrain) 
Of duty, chosea laws controlling choice, 
Action and joy I An orpkic *ong iiuUed, 
A tong dieine of high and pattionaZe trvths. 
To their own mutic ckaunted ! 

Indeed through the whole of that poem ' j»( Afif« rie 

(i9iTii(uirf ^u^iKMririi.' Tki& I considered as 'The Excitesiok;' 
and the second as 'The Recluse ' I had (from what I had at 
different times gathered from your conversation on the Place)* 
anticipated as commencing with you set down and settled in 
an abiding home, and that with the description of that home t 
you were to begin a ipkilosiyphictd poem, the rtsult and 
of a spirit so famed and bo disciplined, as had been told 
the former. Whatever in Lucretius is poetry is not philo- 
sophical, whatever is philosophical is not poetry ; and, in the 
very pride of confident hope, I looked forward to The Seduu 
as the first and onlt/ true philosophical poem in existence. 
Of course I expected the colours, music, imaginative life, and 
passion of poetry ; but the matter and arrangement of 
philosophy ; not doubting, from the advantages of the sub- 
ject, that the totality of a system was not only capable of 
being harmonized with, but even calculated to aid the unity 
(beginning, middle, and end) of a poem. Thus, whatever 
the length of the work might be, still it was a dctermituUt 
length : of the subjects announced, each would have its own 
appointed place, and, excluding repetitions, each would relieve 
and rise in interest above the other. I supposed you first 
to Iiave meditated the faculties of man in the abstract, in 
their correspondence vrith the sphere of action, and, — first 
in the feeling, touch and taste, then in the eye, and last in 
the ear, — to have laid a solid and immovable foundation for 
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the edifice^ by removing the sandy sophisms of Locke and 
the mechanic dogmatists, and demonstrating that the senses 
were living growths and developments of the mind and 
flpirit, in a much juster as well as higher sense, than the 
mind can be said to he formed by the aenaes, Next, I 
understood tliat you would take the human race in the con- 
crete, having exploded the ahaurd notion of Pope's Essay 
on Man, Darwin* and all the countless believers even 
^strange to aay) among Christians of man's having progressed 
Sxam an onran-outang state — so contrary to all history, to all 
religion, nay, to all possibility — to have alfinued a Fall in 
!nse as a fact, the possibility of which cannot be 
understood from the nature of the will, but the reality of 
which is attested by expeiieuce and conscience. Fallen men 
contemplated in the diQerent ages of the world, and in the 
different states — savage, borbaroua, civilized, the lonely cot, 
or borderer's wigwam, the village, the manufacturing town, 
seaport, city, universities, and not disguising the sore evila 
onder which the whole creation groans, to point out, however, 
a manifest scheme of redemption from the slavery, of recon- 
ciliation from this enmity with Nature — what are the 
obatacles, the Antichrist that must be and already is — and 
to conclude by a grand didactic swell on the necessary 
identity of a true philosophy with true religion, agreeing in 
the results, and differing only aa the analytic and synthetic 
process, as discursive from intuitive, the former chiefly useful 
as perfecting the latter; in short, the necessity of a general 
revolution in the modes of developing and disciplining the 
human mind by the substitution of life and intelligence, 
considered in ita different powers, from the plant up to that 
state in which the difference of degree becomes a new kind 
(man, self-consciousness), but yet not by essential opposi- 
tion — for the philosophy of mecbauiam, wliicb, in everything 
* ErMiwia Duwio, aathor of Zoonomia. 
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that is most worthy of the human intellect: strikes death, and 
cheats itself by mistaking cleai images for distinct concep- 
tions, and which idty demands conceptions where intuitions 
alone are possible, or adequate to the majesty of the mith. 
In short, facts elevated into theory — theory into laws — and 
laws into living and intelligent powexs — true idealism necea- 
earily perfecting itself in realism, and realism refining itself 
into idealism. 

Such or something like this was the plan I had supposed 
that you were engaged on. Your own words will therefore 
explain my feelings, viz., that your object ' was not to 
Convey recondite or refined truths, but to place common- 
place truths in an interfsting point of view.' Now this I 
Bapposed to have been in your two volumes of poems, as 
fcr as was desirable, or possible without an insight into the 
whole truth- How can common truths be made per- 
manently interesting but by being iottomtd on our common 
nature 7 It is only by the profoundest insight into numbers 
and quantity that a sublimity and even religious wonder 
become attached to the simplest operations of arithmetic, 
the most evident properties of the circle or triangle. I have 
only to finish a preface, which I shall have done in two or 
at farthest three days ; and I will then, dismissing all com- 
parison either with the poem on the growth of your own 
mind, or with the imagined plan of The Htduse, state 
fairly my main objections to The Excursion as it is. But it 
would have been ahke unjust, both to you and to myself, 
if I had led you to suppose that any disappointment I may 
have felt, arose wholly or cliieHy from the passages I do not 
like, or from the poem considered irrelatively. 

God bless yon ! I am, and never have been other 
youi' most affectionate, S. T. Colehidgk.' 

On November 27, 1815, R B. Haydon wrote a letter* to 
* Bm hit Corrtipoiidtitct and Table Tali (1876), vol. ij. pp. 19, 20. 
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Wordsworth, in which he says ; " i have benefited and have 
been supported in the troubles of life by your poetry. . ■ . 
I will bear want, pain, misery, and blindness ; but I will 
never yield one step I have gained on the road I am deter- 
mined to travel over." 

To this Wordsworth replied in December, sending him 
three sonnets, and amongst them, the one addressed to himself, 
beginning, 

" Hijfh is our calliug. Friend 1 Creative Art." 
Haydon answered, December 29: — 

" I must say that I have felt melancholy ever since 
receiving your sonneta, as if I was elevated so exceedingly, 
with such a drunken humming in my brain, that my nature 
took refuge in quiet humbleness and gratitude to God," 

One of Wordsworth's correspondents in 1816 was Mr 
John Scott, editor first of 17(1,' Ckavipwn * newspaper, and 
subsequently (in 1820) of The London Magazine. Their 
correspondence was chiefly on the foreign and domestic 
policy of England, although literary matters were also 
alluded to ; and the spirit that breathes, and even at times 
bums, in the letters of Wordsworth, while discussing 
questions of international rights, &c., is the same as that 
which animated his paraplilet on The Convention of Ginira. 
John Scott had an unhappy career. Tlie year after the 
London Magazine was started he was mortally wounded in a 
duel, fought at Chalk Farm by moonlight, in consequence of 
a paltry literary quarrel between the conductors of two 
It is evident that Wordsworth had a high 



* Tht ChampUn lint appeared on Sundajr, Jan. 2nd, 1814, aa the con- 
tmnatfOD of a weekly paper named Drakard^a Paper, which wti first 
iuned on Jui. 10th, 1813. Tbej were both folio papers, containing politi- 
cal and general cews. T/ic Champion was aoqiilred, and carried on hy 
John Thelwall, and iasued by him as a qnarto, Thi London Magazine ia 
perhaps chiefly famous ai the medium througb which the " Essays of Elia " 
first saw the light. 
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opinioD of hifl poetical powers : and the work referred to in 
the first letter of Wordsworth's — liis Poris revidted — as well 
as his Visit to Paris, Thackeray cliaracterised as " famotu, 
good reading." 

Writing to Crabb Robinson (postmark March 13, 1821] 
Wordsworth said : — 

" Poor Scott ! living in tliis solitude we have thought 
more about him, and suffered more anxiety and sorrow on 
bis account, than you among the many interruptions of 
London can have leisure to feel. I do not recollect any 
other English author's perisliing in the SHme way. It is an 
innovation, the effect of others which promise no good to the 
republic of lettei-s, or to the country. We have had ribaldiy, 
and sedition, and slanders enough in our literature h( 
fore, but no epithet which these periods deserved is so 
as that merited by the present, viz., the treacherous. As 
Scott, he need not have lost his life, if the coroner's inqni 
may he trusted, but for the intemperance and ignorance 
his friend." 

"Btsal Modkt, near AtiBLxaio^ I 
February 28, 1816. 

Mr Deak Sir, — Your Paris Sevisikii has been in i 
slant use since I received it — a very welcome sight it wai 
. . . Nothing in your works haa charmed us more than t 
lively manner in whicli the painting of everythii^ tht 
passes before your eyes is executed. Every one of yow 
■ words tells ; and this is an art which few travellers, at let 
of our days, are masters of. Your estimate of Buonaparteli 
character ia, I think, perfectly just. ... I wish that I coul 
think as favourably as you do of the Duke of Wellington. 
Since liis first debut in Portugal I have watched his course 
as carefully as my opportunities allowed me to do ; and not- 
withstanding the splendour of those actions at the head e 
which he has been placed, I am convinced that there is i 
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Baagnanimity in his nature. You iiave laudably availed 
yourself of the temptation to contrast his mode of proceeding 
with Buonaparte's ; and undoubtedly he appears to great 
advantage opposed to that audacious charlatan and remorse- 
less desperado. But depend upon it, the constitution of 
Ilia mind is not generous, nor will be pass with posterity 
for a hero. One would desire that in all cases the personal 
dignity of the prime agents should correspond with that of 
important actions ; but this rarely happens in human affairs 
fiithet military or civil ; and I have found nothing more 
mortifying in the course of my life than those peeps behind 
the curtain, that have shown me how low in point of moral 
elevation stand some of those men who have heen the nwst 
efficient instruments and machines for public benefit that 
_our age has produced. We Hve in inquisitive times, and 
there is but too little reserve in gratifying public curiosity, 
'Happy will it be for this distinguished leader, and I will add 
for his country, if his name be a gainer from the communi- 
cations which his character and actions will give birth to ! 
I fear that upon the whole it will be otherwise ; and I 
express this fear to you ; who from the best motives have so 
ably defended and panegyrized him, with strong regret ; but 
sincerity requires it.* . . . 

This personal question is the only material point in 
your books in which 1 thfier from you. I approve of all 
that you have said upon the subject of the removal of 
the worlis of art from Paris. The Emperor of Eussia was 
the main cause of their being left in French possession 
by the first peace. His is a Frencliified intellect — to 
that degree that it was not without much difficulty he 
gave his consent, on the first occupation of Paris, to the 
King of Prussia removing his own cannon which he found 



Wordawortli'i unfuvoQrabli estinaM of " the great Duke " was modi- 
fied in aiter yeui. 
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there. The calamities of these times, as far as they were 
occasioned by the domination of the French, have been 
mainly owing to this, that they . . . never ventured upon 
an entire reliance on those rules of justice which were alone 
competent to save them. Had they been capable of this 
elevation of mind, a moment's reflection would have sliown 
them that they had no right to confirm to the French the 
possession of these articles, without the free unbiased consent 
of the original owners; that they were not lawful conquests 
but infamous plunder : and the allies by talcing upon them- 
selves to concede these things to the robbers, acted not less 
unjustly, whatever were their motives, than the original de- 
spoiler, ... It is the duty of an English opposition to be 
rigorously hostile to the Ministry, but never let their endea- 
vours to accomplish the downfall of their pohtical antagon- 
ists excite in them a favourable aspiration for the enemies 
of their country. The opposition party were unable to di»-] 
cem that a time of war and a time of peace required vi 
different modes of proceeding on their part — that a style of 
hostility which would have been laudable in the one, be- 
came detestable m the other. Through the whole course of 
the late war, the party out of power blushed not to behave 
as if they had been retained by Buonaparte for his advocates. 
This was unsupportably revolting to all true-hearted English- 
men, who were not actively engaged in the contest, 
could therefore see clearly, and feel naturally. ... I 
only add a word on Spanish affairs. The Cortes were wl 
Lord Castlereay describes them, and worse. They thi 
after the independence of their countrj-, and many of thi 
nobly laboured to effect it ; but, as to civil liberty, and reli^ 
gious institutions, their notions were as wild as the mi 
headstrong Jacobins of France. Their plan wa.s to erect uij 
I Iberian Republic — and they were pushing matters desperatt 
1 to that extremity. Think of a Republic in Spain — whi 
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horror to go through, before such a thing could he brought 
about ; and what worae than horrors would have attended its 
rapid deatniction ! — Farewell, most faithfully and respect- 
fully yours, W. Wokdhworth." 

"Rydal Modst, Fdi. iSth [1816]. 

Mt Beab Sib, — Most readily would I undertake the 
oEBce which you propcrae to me, but for a reason which I 
am sure you will think sufficient for my declining it for a 
short while at least I am myself engaged with an attempt 
to express in verse some feelings connected with these very 
subjects ; * and, till that engagement is over, neither in justice 
to you or to myself can I introduce into my own mind such 
a stream, as I have no doubt your poem will be felt to be. 
. . . My short essays, for there are two pieces,* cannot 
possibly interfere with your work, as they stand at a 
distance from the body of the subject, which I do not 
doubt will be ably embraced by others. Southey is a fellow- 
labourer. I have seen but little of his performance, but 
that little gave lue great pleasure. . . . 

... I am glad that you have read my tract occasioned 
by the Convmtum of Cintra. You must have seen therein 
what my views were, and are, for in nothing are my 
pnnciples changed. In verse I celebrated the King of 
Sweden. He proved, I believed, a madman. What matters 
that. He stood forth as the only royal advocate, at that 
time, of the only truths by which, if judiciously applied, 
Europe could be delivered from bondage. I seized on him as 
an outstanding object in which to embody certain principles 
of action, which human nature has thousands of times 
proved herself capable of being governed by. I boldly 
announced iu prose the benefit which Spain would derive 

* Doabtlau the ThanUtgiving Ode, tnd lu MqaeL 
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from a CorU-s. but I was under a considerable mistake as to 
the degree in which the men who might compose it would 
be liable to French delusions. But a representative legis- 
lature is still in my opinion the best of political blessing* 
when a country has materials fit to compose it. Such had 
Spain for the purpose of achieving her national independ- 
enc* ; and I hope may have, ere long, to establish for her- 
self a frame of civil liberty. The late Cortes were not equal 
to that task. As to the Duke of Wellington, poetically 
treated he may pass for a hero ; and on that account I less 
r^fivt what I wrote to you. But to the searching eye of 
the historian, and still more of the biographer, he will, I 
apprehend, appear as a man below the cu'cumstances iu 
which he moveii . . . 

FarewelL With much regard and increasing respect, I 
remain yours, W. W." 

" Etdal MocMT, TAwtday, April ISth, 1816. 

My Dear Sir, — . . . With very deep concern did I read 
your account of Mrs Scott ... I know not in what 
situation this letter may find you ; but if your prospects 
have brightened, whicli I pray Uod they may have done, it 
will not be indifferent to you to be told that these lines are 
trat-ed by the hand of one who will rejoice in your joy ; and 
if sorrow is to be your portion, be assured that imder this 
roof there is more than one heart that will feel for you in a 
degree which is rare, where personal intercourse unfortun- 
ately has been so inconsiderable. . . . 

There is such a striking coincidence between your opinions 
and mine, as to all the fundamentals of politics and morals, 
that I do not think it possible that there can really be much 
difference between ua upon the point of the merits of the 
opposition. The nation is interested in this question under 
two points of view. How are they likely to demean them- 
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selves wliile out of place ; and what good woidd they do if 
in / For my own port, supposing the latter event to happen, 
which I do not think by any means to be desired, I own 
that my chief reliance would be, not upon their wisdom, but 
on the salutary restntint which a change of situation would 
impose upon their opinions, and in the favourable altera- 
tion which would be wrought in their passions by the kindly 
moulding of new circumstances, , . . Suppose the opposi- 
tion as a body, or take them in classes, and let your imagina- 
tion carry them in procession throiigh Westminster Hall, 
and thence let them pass into the adjoining Abbey, and give 
them credit tor feeling the utmost and best that they ai'e 
capable of feeling in connection with these venerable and 
sacred places, and say frankly whether you would be at aU 
satisfied with the result. Imagine them to be looking from 
a green hill over a rich landscape, diversified with spires and 
church towers and hamlets, and all the happy images of 
English landscape, would they have becoming reverence of 
the English character ? and do they value as they ought — 
and even as their opponents do — the constitution of the 
country, in Church and State. . , ■ But I must stop. Let 
me only say one word upon Lord B. The man is insane ; and 
will probably end his career in a mad-house. . . . The verses 
on hia private affairs excite in me less indignation than pity, 
The latter copy is the Billingsgate of Bedlam. ■ . . ' Sine 
dementia nullus Ph<*hus ' ; but what a ditlerence between 
the amabilis insanea of inspiration, and the fiend-like exas- 
peration of these wretched productions. It avails nothing 
to attempt to heap up indignation upon the heads of those 
whose talents are extolled in the same breath. The true 
way of dealing with these men is to shew that they want 
genuine power ; that talents they have, but that these 
talents are of a mean order ; and that their productions have 
ao solid basis to rest upon. Allow them to be men of high 
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genius, and tliey have gained their point, and will go <bi 
triumphing. Demonstrate them to be what in truth they an 
— in all essentials, duncea — and I will not say that yon wiH 
reform them ; but, by abating their pride, you will strip their 
wickedness of the principal charm in their own eyes. . . 
— Affectionately yours, W. WoKDSWOETa" 

" Mas 14 [ISIB]- 
My Dear Sir, — . , . Some years ago I wrote at length 
upon the subject of the military and civil character to 
Colonel Pasley, author of tlie ' Essay on the Military Policy 
of this Island.' . , . Scientific military establishments, upon 
a scale proportioned to the necessary size of our army, are, 
I think, indispensable in the present state of Europe. 
say nothing of the plea of humanity, nothing of national 
reputation for military efficiency, the state of the finances ot 
the country will not allow us time, in a future war, if one 
should break out, to re-acquire the degree of military skill 
which can alone ensure success, if we should sufl'er our pre- 
sent knowledge to languish for want of due care in keeping 
it up. Poverty would compel us to give in, long before we 
had accomplished anything important for the relief of the 
party whose interest we had espoused. Unquestionably, if 
the inevitable consequence ot keeping up those institutions 
ia to be the impaii-ing of our civil enei^, let them perish. 
But I cannot see that this need follow. . . ." 

" Ktdal MonNT, TuMday, June 11 [1816]. 
My Dear Sir, — I am only just returned after more thaQ 
a week's absence upon painful and anxious business, which 
lias devolved upon me as trustee under the will of my eldest 
brother, recently deceased. He has left an only child, a boy 
sixteen months old, and a widow not twenty-seven years, 
and though his property is considerable, yet the affairs are 
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in an intricate and perplexed situation, so that much of my 
time and more of my thoughts will in future be taken up by 
them ; and I need scarcely say to you that I am wholly in- 
experienced in things of this kind. But to return to your 
situation and prospects. My best wishes will follow you to 
the Continent, and I shall be anxious to hear tliat your 
hopes keep their ground aud strength from the influence of a 
milder climate. I have no doubt that the world will be 
benefited by your observations abroad ; yet in a public point 
of view I cannot but regret your departure from your own 
country. It would give me pleasure could I say that I have 
any acquaintances in the literary world, through whom I could 
hope to aid you in disposing of the Cliavipion. It will be 
very difficult, I fear impossible, to place the work in such 
hands as would support its present reputation, after you have 
resigned the management of it ; and therefore I cannot but 
think you judge well and prudently in being desirous to sell 
the property, rather than entrust it to an editor or partner 
during your absence. But I have not a single acquaintance 
except Southey, to whom it would be advisable even to make 
known your intentions ; for there is a disadvantage, aa well 
as an advantage, in publicity upon occasions of this sort 
. . . The queries you put to me upon the connection 
between genius and irregularity of conduct, may probably 
induce me to take up the subject again, and yet it scarcely 
seems necessary. No man can claim indulgence for his 
transgressions on the score of his sensibilities, but at the 
expense of his credit for intellectual powers. All men of 
first rate genius have been aa distinguished for dignity, 
beauty, and propriety of moral conduct. But we often find 
the faculties and qualities of the mind not well balanced; 
something of prime importance is left short, and hence con- 
fusion and disorder. On the one hand it is well that 
dunces should not arr<^te \o themselves a phansaical 
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superiority, because tliey avoid the vices and faults whidi 
they see meii ot talent fall into. They should not be per- 
mitted to believe that they have more understanding 
merely on that account, but should be taught that they are 
preserved probably by having less feeling, and being con- 
sequently leas liable to temptation. On the other haod, 
the man of genius ought to know that the cause of hia vices 
is, in fact, liis deficiencies, and not, as he fondly imagines, 
his superfluities and superiorities. All men ought to 
judged with charity and forbearance after death has put 
out of their power to explain the motives of their actiom^ 
and especially men of acute sensibility and lively passions. 
Tliis was the scope of my letter to Mr Gray. Burns has 
been cruelly used, both dead and alive. The treatment 
which Butler and others have experienced has been renewed 
in him. He asked for bread — no, he did not asA it, he 
endured the want of it with silent fortitude — and ye gave 
him a stone. It is worse tlian ridiculous to see the people 
of Dumfries coming forward with their pompous mausoleum, 
they who persecuted and reviled him with such low-minded 
malignity. Bums might have said to that town when he 
was dying, ' Ingrata — non poasidebis ossa mea ! ' On this 
and a thousand other accounts, bis monument ought to have 
been placed in or near to Edinburgh ; ' stately Edinburgh 
throned on crags.' How well would such an edifice have 
accorded with the pastoral imagery near St Anthony's Well, 
and under Arthur Seat, while the metropolis of his natiTeii 
country — to which his writings have done so great honoi 
with its murmuring sounds, was in distinct hearing ! . 

I must not conclude without a word upon politics. . . . 
I will not at present recur to our military disagreement, 
further than to repeat the expression of my own belief, that 
no danger to the civil liberties of the coimtry — in the present 
state of public information, and with our present means of 
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circulating truth — is to be apprehended from auch scientific 
militaiy establisliments as appear to be eligible. And 
Burely yon will allow that martial qualities are the natural 
efflorescence of a healthy state of society. All great poli- 
ticians seemed to have been of tliis opinion ; in modern 
times, Machiavel, Lord Brooke, Sir Philip Sydney, Lord 
Bacon, Harrington, and lastly, Milton, whose tractate of 
education never loses sight of the means of making man 
perfect both for contemplation and action, for civil and 
jnilitary dutiea But you are persuaded that if you take 
care of our civil privileges, they will generate all that can 
be needed of warlike excellence ; and here only we differ. 
My opinion is that much of immediate fitness for warlike 
exploit may co-exiat with a perfect security of our rights as 
citizens. Nay, I will go farther, and affirm that tendencies 
to degradation in onr national chivalry may be counteracted 
by the existence of those capabilities for war in time of 
peace. But this point I do not wish to press. War we 
ehall have, and I fear siiortly — and alas ! we are little fit 
to undertake it. At present there ia nothing relating to 
politics, on which I should so much like to converse with 
you, as the conduct which it is desirable that the King of 
France should pursue. The French nation, less than any 
other, are fitted to be governed by moderation. Nothing 
but heat and passion will have any eway with them. 
Things must pass with them, as they did with us, in the 
first and second Charles's time, from one extreme to the 
other. Something to this effect is thrown out in a late 
number of the Courier : and I confess I have myself been 
long of that opinion. The reforming Royalists in Charles 
the First's time vanished before the Presbyterians, they 
before the Independents, they before the Army, aud the 
Army before Cromwell ; then things ran to the opposite 
extreme, with a force not to be resisted. Louis the 
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Eighteenth stands as the successor of Cromwell ; and not 
like our Revolution William. The throne of a James-tbe- 
Second Lotus causot I fear stand, but by the support of 
the passions of an active portion of his siibjects ; and bow 
can such passions be generated but by deviation into what 
a moderate man would call Ultra-Royalist. Justice in the 
settlement of affairs has been cruelly disappointed, and this 
feeling it is which gives strength and a seeming 
ableuess to these passions. The compramises or 
intolerable." 

The following letter was written to Mr Gillies in 1816 :- 
" BrDAL MoowT, AprS 9, 181B.* 

Mt Dkar Sir. — . . . Mr De Qnincey has taken a fit 
solitude, I have scarcely seen him since Mr Wilson left n 
Tou are veiy obliging in having taken so much trouU 
about so slight a tiling as the sonnet of mine you sent me.* 
It is not worth while to tell you by what circuitous channel 
it found its way into Tfi€ Examiiier, a journal which I 
never see, though I have great respect for the talent of i 
editor. In the Champion, another weekly journal, liaY< 
appeared not long since five sonnets of mihe, all of whid 
are much superior to the one which you have sent me. 
will form part of a publication which I sent to the pre 
three weeks ago, which you have been given to understand" 
was a long work, but it is in fact very short, not more than 
seven hundred verses altogether. The principal poem is 
three hundred Unes long, a T/ianksginng Ode, and the othei 
refer almost exclusively to recent public events. The whol 
may be regarded as a sequel to the sonnets dedicated l 
liberty, and accordingly I have given directions for its I 
printed uniform with my poems to admit of its being booi 
up also with them. I have also sent to presa a letter hA 

• Memoira of a LUtrarg Veteran, by R. P. Gillies, vol. ii. pp. 162, ISX | 
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prose, occasioned by an intended republication of Dr Currie's 
lAft of BuTTis. When these little things will be permitted 
to see the light I know not ; and as tlie publisher has not 
even condescended to acknowledge the receipt of the manu- 
scripts, which were sent tliree weeks ago, you may judge 
from this of the value which the goods of the author of 
The £hxursw7i at present bear, in the estimation of tlie 
trade. JTimporte; if we have done well, we shall not miss 
our reward. Farewell I — Yours faithfully, 

William Wordsworth." 



"RrDAL Mon.VT, JpnZ 16, 1816,« 

Gray failed as a poet, not because he took too much . 
pains, and so extinguished his animation, but because he 
had very little of that fiery quality to begin with, and his 
pains were of the wrong sort. He wrote English verses as 
his brother Eton schoolboys wrote Latin, filcliing a phrase 
now from one author and now from anotlier. I do not pro- 
fess to be a person of very various reading ; nevertheless, if I 
were to pluck out of Gray's tail all the feathers which I 
know belong to other birds, he would be left very bare 
indeed. Do not let anybody persuade you that any quan- 
tity of good verses can be produced by mere felicity ; or 
that an immortal style can be the growth of mere genius. 
Multa tulit fecitquc ' must be the motto of all those who 
are to last There are poems now existing which all the 
world ran after at their first appearance, and it will con- 
tinue to run after their like, that do not deserve to be 
thought of as literary works, everything in them being skin- 
deep merely as to thought and feeling, the juncture or 

* Memoirs of a Literary Veleran, vol, ii. pp. 165, ItiQ. 
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suture of the composition not being a jot more cunning ■ 
or moro fitted for cndiirance than the Brst fastenjng togetlia 
of fig-leavea in Paradise. But I need not press upon you 
llie necessity of labour, as you have avowed youi conriction 
upon this subject . . . Pray remember me to the Wilsons 
most kindly. When does Mr Wilson return to Westmote- 
land ? I have not yet seen his City of the Ptaffue ; the more 
the pity, for I quarrel with the title. Tell Mr Wilson thii 
from me, and repeat the two following quotations : — 

But nhate'er enjajmenU dwell 
In the impenetrable call 
Of the silent heart which Nature 
Fumiahea for every creature ; 



Cock-a-doodle doo, 
Uy dame has lost her shoe ; 
TAy master's lost hia fiddle-stick, 
And knows not what to do I 

— Farewell, with great regard and esteem, yours, 

William Wobdswoeth." 



" Etdal Modbt, !fov. 16, 1816.' 
My Deau Sik, — ... If you write more blank vei 
pray pay particidar attention to your versification, especially 
as to the pauses on the first, second, third, eighth, and nintli 
syllables. These pauses should never be introduced for 
convenience, and not often for the sake of variety merely, 
but for some especial efi'ect of harmony or emphasis, . . . — I 
remain, witli great respect, most truly yours, 

WiLUAM WOBDSWOBTH.' 



I 



"ErDAL MoUBT (date wanting), 1817.t 
My Dear Sin, — I am unworthy of the many acts of kind 
attention you liestow on me. I know nothing of the treatise 
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of Wieland, which you inquired after, or I should have 
written immediately on receipt of your letter. . . . 

But how could you write: 'at every step the scenery 
seemed improving ' ? This is a thoroughly bad verse ; bad 
even for prose. . . . Your essay is desultory enough. Of 
the soundness of the opinions it becomes me not to judge. 
The famous passage on Solitude, which you quote from Lord 
Byron, does not deserve the notice which has been bestowed 
on it. As composition it is bad, particularly the line — 

Minions of grandeur shrinking from distress, 

is foisted in for the sake of the rhyme. But the sentiment 
by being expressed in an antithetic manner is taken out of 
the region of high and imaginative feeling to be placed in 
that of point and epigram. To illustrate my meaning, and 
for no other purpose, I refer to my own lines on the Wye> 
where you will find the same sentiment not formally put as 
it is here, but ejaculated as it were fortuitously in the 
musical succession of preconceived feeling. Compare the 
paragraph ending — 

How often has my spirit turned to thee, 

and the one where occur the lines — 

And greetings where no kindness is, and all 
The dreary intercourse of daily life, 

with these lines of Lord Byron, and you will perceive the 
difference. You will give me credit for writing for the sake 
of truth, and not for so disgusting a motive as self -com- 
mendation at the expense of a man of genius. . . . — Most 
faithfully yours, William Wokdsworth." 




CHAPTER SXIX 



Tiarrs to London, 1815-1820: hkney ceabb eobinsos: 

LIFE AT BYD&L HODNT. 

From Henry Crabb Bobinaou's Diary we leom that tlie 
Wordsworths were in London in the spring of 1815. His 
remarks on those he met in society are so vivid, and his 
literary judgments frequently so Just, that some extracts 
from his Diary may fitly begin this chapter, 

"April 16, 1815. — In tlie evening, in my chamben, 
enjoyed looking over Wordsworth's new edition of his poems. 
The ' supplement ' to his Pre/nee I wish he had left un- 
written, for it will afford a triumph to his enemies. He 
betrays resentment, and that he has suffered pain. His 
reproaches of the bad taste of the times will be ascribed toi 
merely personal feelings, and to disappointment. But hia 
manly avowal of his sense of his own poetic merits, I by no 
means censure. His preface contains subtle remarks on 
poetry, but they are not clear or intelligible ; and I wish 
he u-ould incorporate all his critical ideas into a work of 
taste, in either the dialogue or novel form, otherwise his 
valuable suggestions are in danger of being lost. His classi- 
fication of liis poems displeases me from an obvious fault, 
tliat it is partly subjective and partly objective. 

j^„y 9. — Took tea with the Lambs. Mr and Mrs Words- 
worth there. . . . W.. in answer to the common reproach tliat 
his sensibility is excited by objects which produce no effect 
on otliers, admits the fact, and is proud of it He says that 
he cannot Ik accused of being insensible to the real concerns 
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I lif& He does not waste his feelings on unworthy objects, 
ir he is alive to the actual interests of society. I think 
the justification complete. If W. expected immediate popu- 
larity he would betray his ignorance of public taste, re- 
^vachful to a man of character. 

W. spoke of the changes in his new poema He has 
substituted ' ebullient ' for ' fiery,' speaking of the nightin- 
gale ; and 'Jocund ' for ' laughing ' applied to the daffodils ; 
but he will probably restore the original epithets. We 
i^reed in preferring the original reading ; but on my gently 
alluding to the line, ' Three feet long by two feet wide,' and I 
confessing that I dared not read them aloud in company, he 
said, ' They ought to be liked ! ' , . . 

Wordsworth particularly recommended to me among his 
Poems of Imagination, Yew Trees, and a description of Night. 
These, he says, are amongst the best for the im^native 
power displayed in them. I have since read them. They 
are fine; but I believe I do not understand in what their 
excellence consists. W, himself, as Hazlitt has well 
observed, has a pride in deriving no aid from his subject; 
It is the mere power, winch he is conscious of exerting, in 
which he delights ; not the production of a work in which 
men rejoice, on account of the sympathies and sensibilities ' 
it excites in them. Hence he does not much esteem his 
Laodamia, as it belongs to the inferior class of poems, 
founded on the affections. Yet in this, as in other pecu- 
liarities of Wordsworth, there is a Qcrman bent in his 
mind. . . . 

Jv/ne 4, — . . . Came home to read The Wliite Doe of 
MyUtone. This legendary tale will be less popular than 
Walter Scott's, from the want of that vulgar intelligibility, 
and that freshness and vivacity of description which please 
even those who are not of the vulgar. Still the poem will 
be better liked than better pieces of W.'s writing. There is 
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a delicate sensibility, aad an exquisite moral running 
through the whole, but it is not the liappieat of hia nana- 
tive poems. . . . 

Jutu 15. — , , . I called on Wordsworth at his lodgii^ 
and spent the forenoon with him, walking. We talked about 
Hazlilt in consequence of s malignant attack on W. by liim 
in Sunday's Examine. W. on that very day called on Hunt, 
I who in a manly way asked whether W. had seen the paper 
I of the morning, saying if he had he would consider li 
I call as a higher honour. He disclaimed the article. . . . 
This led to W. mentioning the cause of his coolneA 
towards H. It appears that H. when at Keswick narrowly 
escaped being ducked by the populace, and probably sent to 
prison . . . The populace were incensed against him, and 
pursued him, but he escaped to W., who took him into his 
house at midnight, gave him clothes, and money (from £3 
to £5), Since that time W., though he never refused to 
meet H., when by accident they came together, did not 
choose that with his knowledge he should be invited, lit 
I consequence Lamb never asked H. while W, was in town, 
which probably provoked H., and wliicli Lamb himself dis- 
approved of. But L., who needs very little indulgence ferf 
himself, is very indulgent towards others, and never : 
proaches W. for being inveterate against H. . . . 

Wordsworth spoke with interest of his White Doe, as vi 
imaginative poem, especially the ascription of more that) 
human feelings to that animal, in connection with the tragu 
story, wliich is purified and elevated by it . . . 

June 17. — . ■ ■ At Lamb's ... a numerous and odd s 
hOf Basil Montagu, Wordsworth says he is a philant!i.ropisti 

June 28. — Called on Godwin. He was lately wiA 

iWo^^*^^^> ^^^' ^^^ spending a night at his hoosQ 
9 to have left him with very bitter and hostile feelings 
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I believe political opioions alone kept them aloof. I waa 
not disgusted with G,, for 1 have learned to bear with the 
intolerance of others, when I understand it ; and I should not 
agree entirely with Wordsworth if I were now with him. . . . 

... I am sorry that W. cannot change with the times. 
He ought, I think, now to exhort our government to 
economy, and to represent the dangers of a thoiightless 
return to all that was in existence twenty-five years ago. 
Stutti in corUraria currunt : and wise men, and great men, 
when carried away by strong feelings, run with fools. Of 
the integrity of W. I have no doubt, as of liis genius I have 
an unbounded admiration, but I doubt the discretion and 
wisdom of his latest political writings." 

On the same subject Kobinson wrote later : — 

" Wordsworth perhaps carried too far his forbearance of 
the renewed abuses and corruptions of the restored mon- 
archs, because he thought any evil they could inflict under 
a domestic government would be sHght, compared with the 
utter slavery which would have prevailed over Europe, had 
Buonaparte ultimately triumphed ; wliilst such men as 
Godwin and Hazlitt were ready to love Buonapart«, as the 
enemy of their enemies." 

In September 1816, Robinson visited Westmoreland, and 
pves an interesting account of his erperience in his Diary. 
His account of Eydal Mount, as it was in 1816, is as 
follows : — 

" &pt. 5. — We reached Wordsworth near seven o'clock. 
. The evening was very fine, and we for the first time 
perceived all the beauties (glories they might be called) of 
ilydal Mount It is so situated as to afford from the 
windows of both sitting-rooms a direct view of the valley, 
with the head of Windermere at its extremity ; and from a 
terrace in the garden, a view into Eydal Water, and the 
winding of the valley in that direction. These views are of 
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very different cliaracter, and at different periods of the daj 
must supply the de6cienciea of each other, arising bom 
superabundance or want of light. . . , 

It was a serious gratification to behold so great and good 
a man as Wordsworth in the bosom of his family enjoying 
those comforts which are apparent to the eye. He has twa 
sons and a daughter surviving. They appear to be amiablo 
children. And, adding to these cctemal blessings the mind 
of the man, he may justly be considered as one of the most 
enviable of mankind. The injustice of the public towards 
lum, in regard to the appreciation of his works, he is sensible 
ot But he is aware that, though the great body of readers 
— the admirers of Lord Byron, for instance — cannot aud 
ought not to be his admirers too, still he is not without Iiis 
fame. And he has that expectation of posthumous renown, 
which has cheered many a poet who has had less legiti- 
mate claims to it, and whose expectations have not been 
disappointed. 

Sept. 6. — This day was devoted to an excursion to Patter- 
dale. The road is on the ascent for about three miles. On 
the summit there is still only a view of other mountains, 
and the road is dreary, for to the right is a naked rocky 
mountain, over whicli a few sheep are seen straying, and the 
shepherd's dogs are heard barking. ... At the distance ot 
between 4 or 5 miles Brother's or Broader Water is seen 
below. In returning I had formidable labour to encounter, to 
walk nine miles, two being one uninterrupted ascent, and that 
in steady rain. I underwent the labour, and again still more 
admired the lofty, insular, and concealed mouutains, which 
crowd round Brother's Water. I contrived, 
Kirkstone, to read Wordsworth's ballads ; and I was 
more delightfully affected than by the incomparable idyll, 
T/te Brothers. 

Sfpt. lOth. — . , . Lodore. . . . There is no very great 
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fall of water hera No great mass falls from a great lieight, 
but a large volume of water is scattered amid a number of 
rocks, pretty equally dividing the masses of stream and 
stone. There are no regular ledges or storeys as it were of 
the fall, but irregular steps. This form of the cascade 
admits of a vast number of delightful little pictures when 
seen near, but at a distance occasions a prettiness in the 
Bpeckled black and white stone and froth. Two mountain 
ashes on two rocka in the centre of the stream add to the 
picturesque beauty of tlie scene. . . . 

Sqit. 11.— [H. C. R. walked, and W. W. rode, leading 
Keswick at three o'clock in rain, and reaching Cockermouth 
at night] 

If my memory were good, I could enrich my journal by 
one valuable page in retailing Wordsworth's conversation. 
He is an eloquent speaker, and he talked upon his own art 
and his own works, very feelingly and very profoundly; 
hut I cannot venture to state more thou a few intelligible 
results, for I own that much of what he said was above my 
comprehension. 

He stated, what I had before taken for granted, that 
moat of his lyrical ballads were founded on some incidents . 
he had witnessed, or had heard of ; and, in order to illus- \ 
trate how facts were turned into poetry, he mentioned the 
origin of several poems. 

Lucy Gray- —that tender and pathetic narrative of a 
child myateriou ily lost on a common — waa occasioned by the 
death of a child who fell into the lock of a canal. He 
removed from his poem all that pertained to art ; and it 
being his object to exhibit poetically entire Solitude, he re- 
presents hia child as observing the day-moon, which no town 
or village girl would ever notice. 

The Leech-gatherer he did actually meet near Grasmere, 
except that he gave to his poetic character powers of mind, \ 
which hia original did not possess. 
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The fable of Tlte Oak and Broom proceeded from his be- 
holding' a rose in just such a situation as lie has described 
the broom to be in. Perhaps, however, all poete hare 
had their' works excited in hke manner. What I wish I 
could venture to state after W. is his conception of the 
manner in which mere fact is converted into poetry by the 
power of imagiiialion. 

He represented, however, — much aa, unknown to him, the 
German philosophers have done — that by the ima^uation 
the mere fact is exhibited as connected with that Infinity, 
without wliich there is no poetry, 

He spoke of his tale of the dog, called Fidelity. He saya 
he purposely made the narrative aa prosaic as possible, in 
order that no discredit might be thrown on the truth of the 
incident. In the description at the beginning, and in the 
moral at the end, he has alone indulged in a poetic vein : 
and these parts, he thinks, he has pecuharly succeeded 
in. 

He quoted some of the latter passage, and also of The 
Kitten wnd the Falling Leaves, to show how he had connected 
even, the kitten loilh the great, awful, and myiterioiis powerg of 
Nature. But neither now, nor in reading tlie preface to 
W.'s new edition of his poems, have I been able to compre- 
hend his ideas concerning poetic imagination. Further than 
this idea of imagination, I have not been able to raise my 
mind to the subject, viz., that imagination is the faculty by 
which the poet conceives and produces — that is, images — 
individual forma, in which are emhodied unirersal ideas or 
ahstractions. This I do comprehend, and I find also clearly 
the most beautiful and striking illustrations of this faculty 
in the works of Wordsworth himself. 

The incomparable twelve lines, ' She dwelt among the 
untrodden ways,' ending ' the diflerence to me ! ' are finely 
imagined They exliibit the powerful effect of the loss of a 
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very obscure object upon one tenderly attached to it; the 
opposition between the apparent strength of the passion, 
and the insignificance of the object, is deHghtfully conceived, 
and the object itself well imagined. 

Sept. 16. — Hie Yew Trees. They stand in a sort of 
grove, beyond the Butter-gill forca Above the yew trees 
is the opening of the Black Lead mine, which I did not 
want to see. The trees are five or six immense yews, 
feinoua for their age, bulk, and picturesque beauty, I 
could only admii-e the ttatural curiosity. W. has thrown 
over them the charms of a higlily poetical imagination. 

Sept. 20, Lorton. — We proceeded on the Wbinlatter road. 
. , , The vale of Lorton burst upon us. . . , The view glori- 
ously improves till it is lost in the splendid amphitheatre of 
mountains at Loweswater, Here we saw the famous Yew 
tree. It stands far less advantageously for effect than the 
Borrowdale Yews. But this is alone. I made twenty-nine 
or thirty steps in walking from one bough to the other ; 
and the mere size is, in such matters, a material circum- 
stance. 

Sept. 23, Langdcde. — During our walk under Lough- 
rigg Fell, in this valley of Langdale, I made experiments, aa 
I did at Crummock Water, on tlie echoes of the mountains- 
Here, aa there, the echoes are remarkable rather for the 
length, than the distinctness of the repetition ; and it 
requires a clear and powerful voice to raise the echo. 
Joanna's laugh may have been uttered in a more favourable 
spot, to rouse so great a number of repetitions, Certain, at 
least, the poet could nowhere have selected a spot, where 
the manner of the adjacent mountains so beautifully combine 
to give dignity and beauty to the description, and which 
render this the most delightful account of an echo ever 
written. 

(S^jt 24. — I called on Wordsworth, who offered to 
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accompany me up Nab Scar, the lofty rocky fell iminediatelj 
over his house. The ascent was laborious, bat the Yiew 
from the summit was more interesting than any I had before 
enjoyed from a mountain on this journey. . . . Wordsworth 
conducted me over the fell, and left me near De Quincey's 
house. . . . De Quincey set out on a short excursion with 
me, which I did not so much enjoy as he seemed to expect 
We crossed the sweet vale of Grasmere, and ascended up 
the fell on the opposite comer of the valley, to Easdale 
Tarn. The charm of this spot is the solemnity of the 
seclusion in which it lies. There is a semi-circle of lofty 
and grey rocks, which are wild and rugged, but promote the 
repose suggested by the motionless water. 

25th Sept. — . . . We crossed a sort of chasm in the fell, 
which led to a broadish intermediate space between Great 
and Little Longdale ; a scene marked by one house, ajid one 
small piece of water, Blea Tarn, and which the late Bishop 
of LandafT has not improved by planting tirs along one o! 
its sides, Wordsworth has, however, made it the reaiden 
of his Solitary, and it is indeed the 6t abode of a man 
war with Society and Nature, with himself and their comm( 
Creator. These mountain-vales, if they may be called s 
exhibit varieties of wildness and desolation, water without 
shade or clothing of any kind, and valleys withoat cultiva- 
tion. 

The openings of slate quarries in various directions did nofe 
disturb the austere grandeur of the objects. . . . 

Wordsworth's poetic work during the years 1816 
1817 was mainly inspired by the political events of the 
hour, especially those being enacted at that stirring time on 
the continent of Europa In 1818 he wrote little except 
the Ode composed upon an Sveninff of extraordinary 
Splmdour a-nd Bmviy ; and in the following year almost all 
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his work was suggested by local incidents, and by what he 
witnessed amongst the hills and dales of Wes'tmoreland or 
Yorkshire. 

And while his poetry was scanty, his correspondence 
during these years was not extensive. Several of its frag- 
ments, however, have special interest. It bore chiefly on 
the political situation of the country, and the state of parties. 
Writing to Mr Stuart, editor of Tlic Coui-icr, in April 1817, 
he said: 

" Rtdal Mount, April 7, 1817. 

My Dear Sir, — . . . I am like yon an alarmist, and 
(or this reason : I see clearly that the principal ties which 
kept the different classes of society in a vital and harmoni- 
ous dependence on each other, have within these thirty 
years either been greatly impaired, or wholly dissolved. 
Everything has been put up to market, and sold for the 
highest price it would buy. Farmers used formerly to be 
attached to their landlords, and labourers to their farmers 
who employed them. All that kind of feeling has vanished. 
In like manner the connexion between the trading and 
landed interests of country towns undergoes no modification 
whatsoever from personal feeling, whereas within my 
memory it was almost wholly governed by it, A country 
squire or substantial yeoman used formerly to resort to the 
eame shops wluch his father had frequented before him ; 
and nothing but a serious injury, real or supposed, would 
have appeared to him a justification for breaking up a con- 
nexion, which was attended with substantial amity and inter- 
changes of hospitality from generation to generation. All 
this moral cement is dissolved; habits and prejudices are 
broken and rooted up. notliing being substituted in their 
place but a quickened self-interest, with more extensive 
views, and wider dependences ; but more lax in proportion 
as they are wider. The Ministry will do well if they keep 
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tilings quiet for the present, but it our present constitution 
in Church and Slate is to last, it must rest as heretofote 
upon a moral basis ; and they who govern the country rnnal 
be something superior to mere financiers and political econo- 
mists. Farewell. — Very faithfully yours, 

W. WOEDSWOETH.' 

Writing to Henry Crabb Robinaon, Jiiue 24, 1817, hs 
said: 

"... How came you to quarrel with Fumess Abbey f 
The architecture never seems to have been as highly embel- 
lished as might have been expected from the princely power 
and revenues of the commmiity who erected it But after 
all, why not be thankful for what has been done, and yet^ 
remains ? ... It has been a cold spring, but bright and 
beautiful, and we are now in a circle of the old golden 
glorious summer days ; the little corn that we have in the 
neighbourhood, and the grass, growing aa fast as in Rtiasis 
or Finland. Yesterday Mrs Wordsworth and myself were, 
on the top of Helvellyn, my second visit within these last 
three weeks. The former was with my sister; we returned 
over its summit from Patterdale, where we had been staying 
a few days. I describe aotlaing of their appearances in prose, 
you will hear of them at some future time to verse. 

I have not seen Southey's article in the last Q. E., nor 
Mr Mooi-e's ugly-named poem, nor Lord B.'s tragedy, nor 
his inst canto of ' Childe Harold,' where I am told he haa 
been poaching on my manor, nor any one new thing what- 
ever, except a bust of myself. Some kind person — which 
persons mostly unknown to me are — has been good enough 
to forward me this. — TnJy yours, W. W. 

An undated letter from Dorothy Wordsworth to Mrs 
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Marshall evidently refers to the ascent of Helvellyn with his 
aiater, and the visit to Hallateads alluded to in the ahove 
letter to Mr Eohinson. 

" Wednadaff, 25Ch June. 

. . When on our way home I viewed from the top of 
Helvellyn the fields of Shelly Nab, and the dwelhngs of Hall- 
steads, and the old church. We viewed the masses of snow 

with particular attention, which daily watches in their 

decay from the shores of XJllswater, and ray brother made a 
bold push to procure some of that very snow for our refresh- 
ment; hut he could not accomplish it. ... I never- walked 
with more spirit in my life than on the lofty terraces of 
Helvellyn. . . , How do you like this very hot weather. It 
is of the right old-fashioned kind, and pleases me well. I 
hope that before the very fine weather is gone, you may be 
all enjoying the luxury of floating upon still waters in long 

iner evenings. Nothing can exceed the glory of Ulla- 
water at such a time. There is now a refreshing breeze, 
and, if it continues, we intend to stroll down the meadows to 
Windermere, and shall take a boat to Lowwood, for the sake 
of the sunset in the Langdale mountains ; a spectacle I have 
often heard you speak of with delight. ..." ■ 

Towards the close of 1817 Wordsworth went up to Lon- 
don, with his wife and daughter, on a visit to his brother 
Christopher at the Eectoiy, Lambeth. 

Of this visit the best record is in Eobinson's Diary : — 
"Dec 4, 1817. — AVordsworth has brought MSS. with him, 
and is inclined to print one or two poems, as it is the 
fashion to publish small volumes now. He means then 
to add them to The TJianksgiving Ode, &c., and form a third 
volume. He read to me some very beautiful passages. 
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I Cbfendge's book * has given huu no pleasure ; and he 
K bolt with G for professing to write about him- 
writing mainlj' about Southey and Wordswoith, 
^mih the CTJticigns on the poetry, too, he is not satisfied 
The fnaat is extrsTsguit, and the oensure inconsiderate. I 
reooUect beRzit^ Ha^tt say that W. would not forgive a 
sin^e eenson, mingled with however great a mass of 
eulogy. 

6^ — Was honoured witli calls from Mrs and Ifiss 
Wordsworth, who would not wait for W. He came aftei^ 
wards. We chatted about Coleridge, from whom I had a 
letter a few days aince-t W. agrees with me that it would 
not be advisable in C. to bring an action for calumny, he 
being charged wjth deserting his wife and family. Words* 
woilh related that the publisher of the same EdiiAurgK 
Mayaxint had appealed to him to write in his mt^azine, 
in which he had inserted most abusive and most eulogistic 
articles about W. ; but he was immovable, and civilly 
requested the publisher not to trouble himself about him, 
since he could make no return ui kind ! 

21th. — At dinner at Monldiouse's. W. W., Mrs W., ITiss 
Hutchinson, Coleridye, his son Hartley, and Mr Tillbrook 
After dinner, Charles Lamb and his sister joined the party. 
... I was for the tirat time in my life not pleased with 
Wordsworth. And Coleridge appeared to advantage in his 
presence. C. spoke of painting in that style of mysticism 
which is now his habit. W. met this by diy unfeeling 
contradiction- C. maintained that painting was not an art 
which would operate on the vulgar, and W. declared this 
opinion to be degrading to the art C. illustrated his asser- 



dently the Bioyraphia L'Urraria, published in 1817. 
■ uking biii lulvice sboat the expedieaoy at proaecuting tlia 
ryk liaya^iiit for a libel on him. 
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3 by reference to Rapliael'a Madonnaa. W. could not 
E'think that a field for lugh intellect lay within such a 
Icubject as a Mother aud Child ; and when C. talked of the 
■ divinity of these works. W, asked whether he thought he 
I should have discovered their beauties, it he had not known 
[■•tiiat Raphael was the artist. And when C. said that was 
van unkind question, W. made no apology. Independently 
I of the unfeeling manner, I thought W. substanlially wrong. 
I It was not so clear to me that C. was right ! Coming away, 
I Z found the Lambs felt as I did. . . . 

Dec SOth. — Spent the evening at Lamb's. I found a 
I large party collected round the two poets ; but Coleridge 
I had the larger body. Tliere was, however, scarcely any 
[ conversation beyond a wliisper. Coleridge was philoso- 
l phising in Ms rambling way to Monkhouse (who listened 
L attentively), to Manning (who sometimes smiled as if he 
I thought C. had no right to metaphyaicise on chemistry 
without any knowledge on the subject), to Martin Bumey 
(who was eager to interpose), and Alsager (who was con- 
tent to be a listener) ; wliile Wordsworth was, for a great 
part of the time, engaged titc-h.-tlU with Talfourd. I could 
catch scarcely anything of the conversation. But I heard 
a long time Coleridge quoting Wordsworth's verses ; and W. 
quoting, not Coleridge's, but his own. I chatted with the 
ladies. Miss L. had gone through the fatigue of a dinner 
party very well, £yid C. Lamb was good-humoured." 

The following account of a dinner-party at Haydon's — 
" an unmortal dinner " Haydou called it — is perhaps the 
most amusing passage in his life.* 

"1817. — In December Wordsworth was in town, and, 
as Keats wished to know him, I made up a party to dinner 
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of Charles Lamb, Wordsworth, Keats, and Monkhoose, ha 
friend ; and a very pleasant party we had. 

I wrote to Lamb, and told him the address was 't% 
ion Grove, north, at Rossi's, half way up, right hand 

I received his characteristic reply. 

Mr Dear H4M)on, — I will come with pleasure to 22 

ion Grove, nortli, at Rossi's, half-way up, right-hand 

le, if I can find it. — Yours, C. LAMB. 

20 Russell Court, 

Covent Garden East, 

half-way up, next the comer, 
left-hand side.' 
On December 28th the immortal dinner came off in iny 
painting-room, with ' Jerusalem ' towering up behind us as a 
background. Wordsworth was in fine cue, and we had &, 
glorious set-to, — on Homer, Shakespeare, Milton, and Virgil. 
lAmb got exceedingly merry, and exquisitely witty ; and his 
fun in the midst of Wordsworth's solemn intonations of 
oratory was like the sarcasm and wit of the fool in the 
intervals of Lear's passion. He made a speech, and voted 
me absent, and made them drink my health. ' Now,' sfud 
Lamb, ' you old lake poet, you rascally poet, why do you. 
call Voltaire dull?' We all defended Wordsworth, and 
affirmed there was a state of mind when Voltaire would ba 
dull. ' Well,' said Lamb, ' here's Voltaire — the '. 
the French nation, and a very proper one too,' 

He then, in a strain of humour beyond description^ 
abused me for putting Newton's head into my picture, — ■ 
' A fellow,' said he, ' who believed nothing unless it was a 
clear as the three sides of a triangle.' And then he and 
Keats agreed he had destroyed all the poetry of the nunbovK 
by reducing it to the prismatic colours. It was impossible to> 
resist him, and we all drank ' Newton's health, and confuaioq 
to mathematics.' It was delightful to see the good-bumoni 



VISITS TO LONDON, 1815-1820. 



291 



of Wordsworth ia giving in to all our frolics without affecta- 
tion, and laughing as heartily as the best of us. 

By this time other friends joined, amongst them poor 
;itchie, who was going to penetrate by Fezzan to Timbuctoo. 
I introduced him to all as 'a gentleman going to Africa.* 
Lamb seemed to take no notice ; but all of a sudden he 
roared out, ' Which is the gentleman we are going to lose ?* 
We then drank the victim's health, in which Eitcliie joined. 

In the morning of this delightful day, a gentleman, a 
perfect stranger, had called on me. He said he knew my 

(friends, had an enthusiasm for Wordsworth, and begged I 
would procure him the happiness of an introduction. He 
told me he was a comptroller of stamps, and often had 
correspondence with the poet I thought it a liberty ; but 
Btill, as he seemed a gentleman, I told him he might 
come. 

When we retired to tea we found the comptroller. In 
introducing him to Wordsworth I forgot to say who he was. 
After a little time the comptroller looked down, looked up, 
and said to Wordsworth, ' Don't you think, sir, Milton was 
a great genius ?' Keats looked at me, Wordsworth at the 
comptroller. Lamb, who was dozii^ by the fire, turned 
■TOund and said, ' Pray, sir, did yon say Milton was a great 
genius?' 'No, sir; I asked Mr Wordsworth if he were 
not.' ' Oh,' said Lamb, ' then you are a silly fellow.' 
'Charles! my dear Charles!' said Wordsworth ; but Lamb, 
perfectly innocent of the confusion he had created, was off 
again by the fire. 

After an awful pause the comptroller said, 'Don't you 
think Newton a great genius?' I could not stand it any 
longer. Keats put his head into my booka Ritchie 
squeezed in a laugh. Wordsworth seemed asking himself, 
'Who ia this?" Lamb got up, and taking a candle, said, 
' Sir, will you allow me to look at your phrenolt^cal 
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xit V He ihen tumeil his back on the poor man, 
I «nd Bl ereiy question of the comptroller he chaunted — 

* Diddle, diddle, dumpling, mj bod John, 
West to bed with his breechea on.' 

The mm in office, fii>H'"g Wordsworth did not know who he 
I mo. nid in a spftsmodic and half-chuckling aoticipatioii of 
t tasani victory, ' I have had the honour of some corres- 

with you, Mr 'Wordsworth.' ' With me, 

I Hid Wordsworth, ' not that I remember.' ' Don't you, sir! 

I am a comptroller of stamps.' There was a dead silenoe 

the comptroller evidently thinking that was enough. Whih 

we were waiting for Wordsworth's reply. Lamb sung out — ' 



' My dear Charles !' said Wordsworth, — 

' Diddle, diddle, dnmpUng, my aon John,' 

chaunted Lamb, and then rising, exclaimed, ' Do let 
bare another look at that gentleman's organs.' Xeats s 
I hurried Lamb into the painting-room, shut the door, e 
gave way to inextinguishable laughter. Monkhouse foIloT 
and tried to get Lamb away. We went back, but the cot 
troUer was irreconcilable. We soothed and smiled ( 
asked bim to supper. He stayed, though his dignity i 
sorely affected. However, being a good-natured man, 
parted all in good humour, and no ill effects followed. 

All the while, until Monkhouse succeeded, we could h 
Lamb struggling in the painting-room and calling 
intervals, ' Who is that fellow ? Allow me to see 
organs once more.' 

It was indeed an immortal evening. Wordsworth's I 
intonation as he quoted Milton and Virgil, Keats' 
inspired look, Lamb's quaint sparkle of lambent humour. 
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1 the stream of conversation, that in my life I never 

I a more delightful time. All our fun was within 

loimds. Xot a word passed that an apostle might not have 

I listened to. It was a night worthy of the EUzahethan age, 

I and my solemn ' Jerusalem ' flashing up by the flame of the 

■£i«, with Christ hanging over us like a vision, all made up 

I picture which will long glow upon 

That inward eje 
Which ie the blisa of aolitude." 

In the year 1818, Wordsworth was deeply engaged in 
local county politics. His letters to the Earl of Lonsdale 
are full of the suhject, and during one of his occasional 
journeys from home, in furtherance of the cause he espoused 
BO heartily, he missed the pleasure of welcoming Keats at 
Kydal Mount. Keats was in Westmoreland in 1818, and 
called at Bydal. 

" Keats' disappointment," says Lord Houghton,* " at 
missing Wordsworth was very great, and he hardly con- 
cealed his vexation when he found that he owed the priva- 
tion to the interest which the elder poet was taking in the 
general election." Keats had come to recognise Words- 
worth's greatness, and from his letters written in this year 
■we see how he used to compare him with Milton. 

On the 3rd of January 1818, Wordsworth wrote to Lord 
Lonsdale : — 

" If property, situation in Hfe, character, &c, could ensure 
success, our triumph would be complete. But every man 
of weight overrates his own importance till it is fairly tried ; 
and this even seems as much owing to want of reflection as 
to personal vanity. Our indolence bribes us also hito a 
belief that ordinary influences are equal to extraordinary 
occasions ; and we trust accordingly to passive qualities and 
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circmustances, when every nerve ought to be strained, and 
every power put into action. But this, of which I £» 
instances on every side of me, would be better said to tin 
PubUc . . ." 

Tliis Idtttir was evidently written from London. Wotdft- 
jmutb was at Windsor on the I4th January 1818 ; and hs 

itiimed to the north by Coleorton, as was his wont 
tile Slst of Jamiary 1818, he wrote from Coleorton to 
Ixnd Lonsdale, on the political coatest 

". . . What else but the stability and might of a larga 
estate, with proportional influence in the House of Commoni,, 
can counterbalance the democratic activity of the wealthy, 
commercial, and manufacturing districts ? It appears to a 
superficial observer, warm from contemplating the theory of 
the Coustitution, that the political power of the great land* 
holders ought, by every true lover of his country, to ba 
strenuously resisted; but I would ask a well-intentioned' 
DACi^'e of Westmoreland or Cumberland who had fallen into 
this mistake, if he could point to any arrangement by which 
Jacobinism can be frustrated except by the existence of 
large estates continued from generation to generation in 
particular families, and parliamentary power in proportion." 
" lOtA FiA. 181B. 

. . . Not to exclude or give offence to Dissenters who 
are very powerful in Kendal, I recommended ' King and 
Constitution," in preference to ' Church and Kin g,' as the 
latter part of the Lowther motta . . ." 

" I2th FA. 1818. 

This week I have addressed two letters, signed ' A Friend! 

Truth,' to the editor of The Chnmide, which if he insert^ 

shall have some hope of him , If he does not, I shall 

iblish them elsewhere," 

"... I wish much for your opinion as to the propriety 

|irecautionary measures in augmenting the numbers ( 
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toustworthy Freeholders. An offer haa been made to me of 
bh estate which would devide into twelve small freeholds; 
sad, with your Lordship's sanction, I would purchase it, 
being able to reckon on as many persons, gentlemen, my 
friends and i-elations, who could be depended upon. If 
it be found that your adversaries adopt the plan of increas- 
ing the numbers in their interest, it will be necessary to keep 
pace with them, and I don't think that the matter can 
be safely left to casualties. . . ." 

The lai;ger part of Wordsworth's correspondence with 
Xord Lonsdale was devoted to the questions of local politics, 
and his bias comes out in it very strongly, even against his 
old and intimate friend Mr Clarkson of Eusemere. On the 
loth of March he wrote thus to Lord Lonsdale from Eydal 
Mount : — 

"... The rural stamina of this outbreak are misguided 
good intention, party spirit, dissent, disaffection, envy, 
pride, and all the self-conceited pretensions which absurd 
ignorance can be incited to by headstrong Reformers and 
Eevolutionists. ..." 

On the 2l3t of February two letters appeared in The 
Chronicle, signed " A Friend to Truth," which were written 
by Wordsworth. 

" Rydal Mount, AprU 0, 1818, 
[He refers to the pamplilet* he had written — the Two 
Addresses to Ihe Frec!u>lders in Westmoreland, — and asks Lord 
Lonsdale's opinion as to whether it could be put into general 
circulation.] " My object in writing this work was to give 
the RaiUmak of the question, for the consideration of the 
upper ranks of society, in language of appropriate dignity. 
It shall be followed up with brief essays, in plain and popu- 



* It wai printed at Eendkl by King ft Bellingham, 1818, 
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lor language, illnstrating the principles in detail, for I 
understandiiig of the lower orders." 

Again, 28tli November 1818: — 

" Looking at this subject generally, I cannot but be of 
opinioQ that the feudal power yet surviving in England b 
eminently serviceable in counteracting the popular tendency 
to reform, which would unavoidably lead to peculations. 
The people are already powerful far beyond the incr^se of 
their information, and their improvement in morals. . 

On the 13th January 1819, Wordsworth's name bein] 
placed on the list of the Commissioners of the Peace for West 
moreland, he wrote : — " I wish I could add that I feel myaa 
properly qualified for the imdcrtaking, and that I could get ri 
of those apprehensions, which they who know me betta 
than I know myself are perpetually forcing upon me, thaf 
my literary exertions will suffer more than I am aware o 
from this engagement. They ground their opinion upc 
an inGnnity of which I am conscious, viz., that whateve 
p\irsuit I direct my attention to, is apt to occupy my u 
too exclusively. But ... I am anxious to dischaige m; 
obligations to society." 

A more interesting letter than these political ones folloi 

"/W. 5, 1819. 
. . , We seem pretty much of opinion upon the subject 
rhyme. Pentameters, where the sense has a close of soi 
sort at every two lines, may he rendered in r^ularly clos 
couplets ; but hexametera (especially the Virgilion, that n 
the lines into each other for a great length) cannot. I hai 
long been persuaded that Milton formed his blank vi 
upon the model of tlie Georgics and the JEneid, and I 
Bo much struck with this resemblance, that I should bai 
attempted Virgil in blank verse, had 1 not been persuadt 
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that no ancient author can be with advantage so rendered. 
Their religion, their warfare, their course of action and feel- 
ing are too remote from modem interest to allow it. "We 
require every possible help and attraction of sound, in our 
language, to smooth the way for the admission of things so 
remote from our present coucerns. My own notion of 
translation is, that it cannot be too literal, provided three 
faidts be avoided : first, baldness, in which I include all 
that takes from dignity; second, strangeness, or uncotUhness, 
including harshness ; third, attempts to convey meanings 
which, as they cannot be given but by langiud circumlocu- 
tions, cannot in fact be said to he given at alL I will 
trouble you with an instance, in which I fear this fault 
exists. Virgil, describing ^neas'a voyt^e, third book, verse 
651, saya — 

Hinc ainua Herculei, si vera eat famft, Tareuti 
Cemitur. 

I render it thus : 

Hence we behold the ba; that beam the name 
Of proud Tarentum, proud to share the fame 
Of Hercules, though bj a dubious claim. 

I was unable to get the meaning with tolerable harmony 
into fewer words, which are more than to a modem reader, 
perhaps, it is worth. 

I feel much at a loss, without the assistance of the marks 
which I have requested, to take an exact measure of your 
Lordship's feelings with regard to the diction. To save you 
the trouble of reference, I will transcribe two passages from 
Dryden ; first, the celebrated appearance of Hector's ghost 
to .^neas. ./Eneas thus addi'esses him : 

O light of Trojans and support of Troy, 
Thy father's champion, and thy country's joy, 
O long expected by thy friends, from whence 
Art thou returned, bo late foi our defence I 
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Do we behold thee, wearied as we &re 

With length of labours ami with toiU of war I 
AfUr 80 manj funerals of thy own. 
Art thou restored to thj declining town I 

This I think not an unfavourable specimen of Dryden'e way 
of treating the solemnly pathetic passages. Yet surely, 
ifl nothijig of the cadence of the original, and little of its 
spirit. The second verse is not in the original, and ought 
not to have been in Dryden ; for it anticipates the beautifal 
hemistich. 

Sat patrire Priamoque dattim. 
By the by, there is the same sort of anticipation in ft 
spirited and harmonious couplet preceding : 

Such as he was when by Pdide* »lain 
Theasalian courMts dragged him o'er the plain. 

This introduction of Pelides here is not in Virgil, because it) 
would have prevented the effect of 

Bedit exuvias indutua AchilleL 
There is a striking solemnity in the answer of FantheUB 
to jSlneos: 

Teiiit Bumma dies et ineluctabile tempus 
Dardaniii.' : faimus Trois, fuit Ilium, et iugena 
Gloria Teuororum, &c. 

Dryden thus gives it : 

Then Fatitiieua, with a groan, 
Troy is no more, and Ilium was a town. 
The fatal day, the appointed hour Ib come 
When wrathful Jove'a irrevocable doom 
Tranafem the Trojan state to Grecian bands. 
The fire consumes the town, the foe commands. 

Ky own translation runs thus ; and I quote it because 
occurred to my mind immediately on reading your Lord' 
ship's observations : 

'Tis come, the final hour, 
Th> inevitable close of Dard&n power 
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Hath come ! we have been Trojans, Ilium uoi, 
And the great name of Troy ; now all thinga pass 
To Argos. So nills angry Jupiter, 
Amid tha baming t«wa the Grecians domineer. 

I cannot say that ' we have been,' and ' lUiira was,' are as 
sonorous sounds as 'fuimus,' and 'fuit;' but these latter 
must have been as familiar to the Eomans as the former to 
ourselves. I should much like to know if your Lordship 
iprovea of ray translation here. I have one word to 
say upon ornament. It was my wish and labour that my 
translation should have far more of the genuint ornaments 
of Virgil than my predecessors. Dryden has been very 
careful of these, and profuse of his own, wluch seem to 
me very rarely to harmonise with those of Virgil ; as, for 
example, describing Hector's appearance in the passage 
above alluded to, 

A bloodg throud, he seemed, and bathed in teara. 
I wept to see the visionary man. 



And all the wounda he for his country bore 
Kow streamed afreeh, and with neie purple rait. 

I feel it, however, to be too probable that my translation is 
deficient in ornament, because I must unavoidably have lost 
many of Virgil's, and have never without reluctance 
attempted a compensation of my own. Had I taken the 
liberties of my predecessors, Dryden especially, I could have 
translated nine books with the labour that three have cost 
The third book, being of a humbler character than 
either of the former, I have treated with rather less scrupu- 
lous apprehension, and have interwoven a little of my own ; 
and, with permission, I will send it, ere long, for the benefit 
of your Lordship's observations, which really will be of great 
service to me if I proceed. Had I begun the work fifteen 
years ago, I should have finished it with pleasure ; at 
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present, I fear it will take more time than I either can or 
ought to spora I do not think of going beyond the fourth 
book." 

In a subsequent letter written on the 17th February 
1819, from Coleorton Hall, Wordsworth says to the same 
correspondent ; — 

" I began my Translation by accident. I continned ] 
with a hope to produce a work which would be to a c 
degree affecting, which Dryden's is not to me in the lea 
Dr Johnson has justly remarked that Dryden had Utti 
talent for the pathetic, and the tenderness of Virgil seems 
to me to escape him. Virgil's style is an inimitable mix- 
ture of the elaborately ornate, and the majestically plain and 
touching. The former qusdity is much more difficult to 
reach than the latter, in which whosoever fails must fail 
through want of ability, and not through the imperfections 
of our language. ■ 

In my last I troubled you with a quotation from my owih 
Translation, in which I found a failure, ' fuimus Troes,' &c., 
we have been Trojans, &c. It struck me afterwards that I 
might have found still stronger instances. At the close of 
the first book, Dido is described as asking several question a 
Venus, 



Nunc, quales Diomedia equi, 
which Dryden translates very nes 



lunc quantua Achillea, 
fly, I think, thus. 



My ow 
principle ; 



The Hte«dH of Diomede vwied the discouTse, i 

wn translation is probably as faulty uj 



Of Hector asked if Priam o'er and o'er. 
What anoH the son of briglit Aurora wor 
What horta there of Diomtde, had great 
AchUlei—iut, Quaetiy the whole reiale. 
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iTbese two lines will be deemed, I apprehend, hard and 
1 bald. So true is Horace's remark, ' in vitium ducet culps 
I faga,' &c" 

Another letter to Lord Lonsdale on the same subject, 
though written five years later, will here find its moat 
appropriate place, 

" Rtdal MotTKT, S3nrf Aiw. 1824. 

I am ashamed of being so long in fulfilling my engage- 
ment. But the promises of poeta are like the peijuries of 
Lovers, things at which Jove laughs ! At last, however, I 
have sent off the two first books of my Translation to be 
forwarded by Mr Beckett. I hope they will he read with 
Bome pleasure, as they have cost me a good deal of pains. 
Translation is just as to labour what tlie person who makes 
the attempt is inclined to. If he wishes to preserve as 
much of the original as possible, and that with as little 
addition of his own as may be, there is no species of compo- 
sition that costs moi^e pains. A literal translation of an 
ancient Poet in verse, and particularly in rhyme, is impoa- 
siUc. Something must be left out, and something added, I 
have done my best to avoid the one and the other fault. I 
ought to say a prefatory word about the versification, which 
will not be found much to the taste of those whose ear is 
exclusively accommodated to the regularity of Pope's Homer, 
I have run the couplets freely into each other, much more 
even than Dryden has done. This variety seems, to me, to 
be called for, if anything of the movement of the Virgilian 
versification be transferable to our poetry ; and, independent 
of this consideration, long narratives in couplets with the sense 
closed at the end of each are to me very wearisome. . , ." 

One of the three books of this translation of the j^neid 
was contributed by Wordsworth to the Philological Museum, 
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printed at Cftinbrittge in 1832.* Its appearance there was 
due to a note from tlie editor, Julius Charles Hare, re- 
minding him of an old promise to send it ; but it was sent 
with reluctance. In his reply to Hare, Wordsworth spoke 
of it as only " an experiment begun for amusement, and 
now I think a lea.i fortunate one, than when I first named 
it to yoiL Having been displeased, in modern translations, 
with the additions of incongruous matter, I began to trans- 
late with a resolve to keep clear of tliat fault by adding 
nothing ; but 1 became convinced that a spirited translation 
can scarcely be accomplished in the English language, 
without admitting a principle of compensation," 

Wliat became of these three books of translation is 
uncertain. Coleridge, in writing to Wordsworth, expressed 
a wish to have " the MS. with me for five or six months, 
so as to amuse myself off and on, without any solicitude as 
to a given day." J| 

He adds, " I am haunted by the apprehension that I aafl 
not feeling or thinking in the same spirit with you at one 
time, and at another too much in the spirit of your writinga 
Since Milton, I know of no poet with so many felicities and 
unforgetable Unea and stanzas as you. ' And to read, there- 
fore, page after page without a single brilliant note, depresses 
me, and I grow peevish with you for having wasted your 
time on a work so much below you, that you cannot i 
and taJcc. Finally, my conviction is, that you undertake s 
impossiiiility, and that there is no medium between a pre 
version and one on the avowed principle of compensation i 
the widest sense, i.e. manner, genius, total effect : I confij 
myself to Virtpl when I say this. . . . My kind love t 
Dorothy. S. T. Colerhige." 

Wordsworth apparently sent his MS. to Coleridge : for a 
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the 8th of April 1824, S. T. C. wrote from the Grove, High- 

Dkar Mhs Allsop. . . . There are three rolls of paper, 
Mr Wordsworth's translation of the first, second, and third 
books, two in letter-paper, one in a little writing-book, in 
the drawer under the side-board in your dining-room. 
Be so good as to put them up, and give them to the 
bearer." 

On May 24, 1814, Wordsworth wrote from Kydal 
Mount : — 

'. , . Unwilling that, what I cannot but think the errors of 
the Bullionists, should be laid open, I wrote to Mr Southey, 
beting his interest with the editor of the Q. R. to procure 
the reviewing of the pamphlets on this subject for Mr De 
Quincey, editor of the Westmardand Oazettc. Mr Southey 
wrote in reply, ' I fear the Q. K. would be closed against 
De Q.'s opinions upon the Bullion question, as it is against 
! on the Catholics.' (Mr Southey is an enemy to further 
concessions.) ' And indeed more certainly because some 
years ago it took the wrong side upon that subject ; and 
consistency in a political error is the only kind of consist- 
ency to he expected in a journal of this kind. This I am 
sorry for, because if De Quincey could bring his reasonings 
before the public through a favourable channel I think he 
would go far towards exploding a mischievous error.' From 
this extract it may be seen that these Reviews value above 
everything the keeping up the notion of their own mysteri- 
ous infallibility. It is probable that the Q. R. is closed 
against the opponents of the Catholic claims, in consequence 
of its having espoused the other side, tlirough the influence 
of Mr Canning over the editor. The great circulation of the 
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two Reviews, The Quarterly and The Edinhiir^h, has Iwen 
vei7 injurious to free discussion, by making it almost insnr- 
mountably difBcult for any writer, uot holding a public 
situation, to obtain a hearing, if his opinions should not suit 
either of these periodical publications." 

To Lord Lowther he wrote : — 

" Do you supijose that Tierney is really sincere in ] 
declaration that he adopts the positions of the Report of tl 
BuUion Committee of which Homer was chairman 1 If ] 
does, he has studied poUtical economy to Uttle purposa- 
For instance, what an assertion that gold had not risen : 
value, it was only that "Paper had fallen I This is theo 
trampling upon fact ; — upon a conaeiiuence arising from t 
state of Europe obvious, one would have thought, to 
child. . . ." 

It was Wordsworth's Conservative poHtics, and the ] 
he took in the pai'liamentary struggles of the county \ 
Westmoreland, that led Shelley to misconceive him as 
deserter from the cause of hberty. No one amongst modal 
poets defended the cause of hberty more ardently than 1 
did ; but he thought that tlie Wluga in passing over I 
Radicalism, had abandoned liberty for Hcense. Shelley suj 
posed that, under aristoci-atic influence, Wordsworth 
forsaken the cause of the people: and when, in 1819, Pet* 
Bell appeared, Shelley set to work to satirize it, in 
Pder Bell th« Third. It was a poor affair, though it w 
tained a truth, and was an instance of literary burlesqa 
founded on misconception, and pushed to extravagance. 

Early in 1 8 1 9 Peter Bell was published. Crabb RobinsK 
wrote, " Wordsworth has set himself back two years by t 
publication of this unfortunate book." The first editicn 
however, was sold out in a few days. Woi-dsworth wrote < 
it to Lord Lonsilale, " The subject is slight, but the ■ 
was written con amarc. It has furnished abundant emploj 
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it to the witlings." In May 1819, Charles Lamb wrote 
lus to the author : — 
" Deae Wordsworth * — I received a copy of Ptter Sell a 
week ago, and I hope the author will not be offended if I 
Bey I do not much relish it. The humour, if it ia meant for 
humour, is forced ; and then the price ! — aijtpence would 
!n dear for it. Mind I do not mean your ' Peter Bell,' 
bat a 'Peter Bell,' which preceded it about a week, and is 
in every bookaeller's shop window in London, the type and 
paper nothing differing from the true one, the preface signed 
W. W., and the supplementary preface quoting as the 
author's words an extract from the supplementary preface to 
the Li/rical BuUads. Is there no law against these rascals ? 
I would have this Lambert Simnel whipt at the cart's tail. 
Who started the spurious ' P. B.' I have not heardt I should 

guess, one of the sneering ; but I have beard no name 

mentioned. Peter Bell (not the mock one) is excellent. For 
its matter I mean. I cannot say that the style of it satisfies ( 
me. It is too lyrical. The auditors to whom it ia feigned 
to be told, do not arride me. I had rather it had been told 
me, the reader, at once. Hart Leap Well is the tale for me ; 
in matter as good as this, in manners infinitely before it, in 
my poor judgment Why did you not add The Wogijoner f 
Have I thanked you, though, yet, for Peter Bell ? I would 

not tiot have, it for a good deal of money. C is very 

foolish to scribble about books. Neither his tongue nor 
fingers are very retentive. But I shall not say anything to 
him about it. He would only begin a very long story with 
ft very long face, and I see him far too seldom to teaze him 
with affairs of business or conscience when I do see him. 
He never comes near our house, and when we go to see him 



* Lattra (ifCharlea Lamh, vol. ii. p. 20. 

f It wu by John BamiltoD Reynolds, a friend of Keati. 
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he is generally writing, or thinking. He is writing in lus 
fltudy till the dinner comes, and that is scarce over before 
the stage summons ua away. The mock ' P. B,' had only 
this effect on me, that after twice reading it over in faopea to 
find something diverting in it, I reached your two hooka off 
the shelf, and set into a steady reading of tliem. till I Iiad 
nearly finished both before I went to bed. The two of yoai 
last edition, of course, I mean. And in the morning I 
awoke determining to take down The Uaxursion. I wish 
the scoundrel imitator could know this. But why waste a 
wish on him ? I do not believe that paddling about with a 
stick in a pond, and fiahing up a dead author, whom Au 
intolerable wrongs had driven to that deed of desperation, 
would turn the heart of one of these obtuse literary Belk 
. . . How do you like my way of writing with two inks? 
I think it is pretty and motley. Suppose Mrs W, adopts it 
the next time she holds the pen for you. My dinner waits. 
I have no time to indulge any longer in these laborious 
curiosities, God bless you, and cause to thrive and burgee 
whatsoever you write, and fear no inks of miserable poetas 
— Yours truly, Charles Lamb.*' 

Lamb did not appeal in vain in this letter for 2^ 
Waggoner, which his friend had read to him in MS. thir- 
teen years before, Wordsworth issued it in the same year 
with a dedication to Lamb. The following is Lamb's 
acknowledgment. 

'Vane 7, 1819.^ 

My Dear Wordsworth, — You cannot im^iue 

proud we are here of the dedication. We read it twice 

once that we do the poem. I mean all through ; yet 

' Benjamin ' is no common favourite ; there is a spirit of 



burgetij^ 
etaatd^l 

LMB."^! 
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beautiful tolerance in it. It is as good aa it was in 1806; and 
will be aa good in 1829, i£ our dim eyes shall be awake to 
peruse it Methinks there is a kind of shadowing affiuity 
between the subject of the narrative and the subject of the 
dedication ; but I will not enter into personal themes, else, 
substituting ... for Ben, and the Honourable United 
Company of Merchants, trading to the East Indies, for the 
iT of the misused team, it might seem, by no far-fetched 
analogy, to point its dim warnings hitherward ; but I reject 
the omen, especially as its import seems to have been 
diverted to another victim. . . . 

The Waggoner ia very ill put up in boards ; at least it 
:ms to me always to open at the dedication ; but that is a 
mechanical fault. I re-read The White Doe of RylsUme ; 
the title should be always written at length. . . . 

Manning had just sent it home, and it came aa fresh to 
I as the immortal creature it speaks of. M. sent it home 
with a note, having this passage in it : 'I cannot help 
writing to you while I am reading Wordsworth's poem. I 
have got into the third canto, and say that it raises my 
opinion of him very much indeed. 'Tis broad, noble, 
poetical, with a masterly scanning of human actions, 
absolutely above common readers.' . , . 

If, as you say, The Waggoner, in some sort, came at my 
call, oh for a potent voice to call forth TIlc Recluse from his 
profound dormitory, where he sleeps forgetful of his foolish 
charge — the world ! 

Had I three inks, 1 would invoke Iiim ! 



An account of a visit paid to Rydal Mount in July 1819, 
I by the brothers Wiffen,* gives a vivid picture of the place. 



* See Tht Brothtra Wigen: Mtmoira and M'aeiffanit*, edited hj Sunnel 
i BowIm Pattiaon, pp. 31-42. 
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mui Uw booaehold, of Wordsworth's own opimon o 

and of ito destiiir, as well as his opinions on some of his 

eontemponuies, and predecessors. 

" Ooming to s brotherhood of firs, a gate opens into tbe 
gnmids of tbe Poet. The house is hung with cUmbing 
shiobs, which fiowei around the windows, aud twist them- 
oelvas together, in a mass upon the roof. We knocked at 
the glaas door, through which I saw the Poet pass, men- 
tioned oar name to the servant^ aud were shown into dfl 
pariooT, by Mrs Wordsworth, — a lady past the prime eH 
womanhood, dressed in a purple silk peUsse, and stran' 
bonnet. We seated ourselves on a sofa, and expected the 
appearuice of him whose name had been held up to so 
much ridicule and praise, by the two poetical factions, in the 
republic of letters. He came loosely carelessly dressed, in 
white pantaloons, and a short coat ; his bosom open, a coun- 
tenance dark and furrowed, a hawk's nose, very similar to 
Soutbey's, and drooping eyes, which seemed weak, a 
shade was lying on the table. I apolc^ized for our intr 
sion, ascribing ic to the desire we had of seeing the autli 
of a work, to wliich we had owed many hours of ple£ 
and of elevated thought. He set us immediately at i 
entering directly into affable conversation on tbe Lakes, i 
birds which frequent them, the plants peculiar to them, i 
season fovourable for visiting them and then on str 
woods, waters, mountains, clouds, fields, torrents, and i 
tliat constitute the elements of poetry. He remarked tbftP 
tlje lapse of a river seen gleaming at a distance, harmonized 
with tbe heaven, which seemed to come down, and blend 
with it in light and colour. His sister entered the roc 
aa we conversed, with an eye and ear bespeaking curiositt 
She is younger than he, and has a figure of symmetx 
Mrs Wordsworth informed me that the little mounts 
flower, which I admired so much, was the bee-hyai 
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Wordsworth shortly after conducted us over liia grounds, 
laid out with much art, and commanding, through its shrubs, 
delightful scenes. He sketched out more precisely our 
intended walk through Langdale, and informed us, it was 
there he had placed his Solitary — whose cot near Blea 
Tarn was now dismantled. . . . 

Wordsworth, in appearance and conversation, has no- 
thing of that love of puerile simplicity, which is seen in his 
earlier writings. There ia, on tlie contrary, a manly sense 
and vigour of conception, joined with much frankness and 
facility of manner. . . . 

Rydal looked as lovely by the still noon, as it had done 
in the freshness of morning ; and from our present point, the 
disposition of its trees, its two islands, and its amphitheatre 
of hills, were much more picturesq^ue. . . . 

It was six o'clock when we sat down to tea with 
Wordsworth, I turned the conversation, which had set in 
at first rather strongly upon politics, into the channel of 
Poetry, by inquiring if he had seen Campbell's ' Specimens;' 
and from his reply, I gathered that he read few new 
books, and that he thought himself too old to derive profit 
from critiques of any kind, or from any quarter ; that, 
settled into perfect complacency with his own system of 
opinions, he was altogether unsolicitous and reckless of 
that of others, and made intellectual reflection his principal 
literary employment and enjoyment. ... Of Crabbe, he 
spoke in terms of almost unmingled praise, conceiving that 
his works would be turned to with curiosity and pleasure, 
when the rapid march of improvement, in another centujy, 
had altered the manners and situation of the peasantry of 
England; referring, in proof of his proposition, to the delight 
we have in tracing, in the charaeterB of Shakespeare, the 
customs and rites of times now obsolete. . , , It is 
evidently upon these opinions that he has built his poetical 
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fltructurea. He cannot scruple to give I*etcr Bdl to tlu 
world ; if laughed at, in the present age, he cares not Ha 
future will see in it a correct description of the costnme ol 
present times, and will accord it their approbation. Bud 

perhaps unmiugled sympathy. Tliis may be ; hut it is, 
I think, no argument why he should not select a coon 
dignilied hero for his tale, equally preserving the usages of 
the country in his descriptions. Interest is never lost 
by leaving vulgarity for elegance of expression. It is 
argument, why he should content himself with exerting his 
great powers upon trivial subjects, when he might command 
a far wider field, and have, instead of a domestic coterie, a 
nation for his admirers. 

In his conversation, he was remarkably clear in argmnent, 
fond of abstract ideas, somewhat positive in enforcing hia 
sentiments, and fonder of speaking than of listening ; but 
yet the transparency of hia language, and the brightness ol 
his imagery, made it a pleasure to listen to him. His pros* 
style is a perfect specimen of his conversation. He ia fond 
of the mythological fictions of the ancients, notwithstanding 
the severe decretals he has issued, against those fine ones of 
Ossian, even if we disbelieve the authenticity of these 
Highland reliques. 

Tlie sun was now nearly setting, and we walked to' hia 
Mount to enjoy the noble view of the valley, which it 
commands. The sunbeams, intercepted by the mountains 
behind us, in the vicinity of Rydal Water, divided the 
valley, beautifully, into two parts. The Mount, whereon 
stood. Lady Fleming's noble elms, to which the rooks were 
returning with loud cries, a naked gray crag, and a larga 
part of the vale itself, were in shade. The line of sunshine 
took in part of a grove of firs, and the mountains on the 
east, and illumined a great part of the valley, — througli 
which the town of Ambleside faintly appeared. It was. 
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[■without comparison, the finest summer vision I ever beheld! 
;A11 w&a brightness, tranquillity, and repose. Wordsworth 
was absorbed in it ; he stood, with folded arms, in a reverie. 
Ijong time we observed the growth of the huge shadows 
over the vale. At length, mindful of our journey, we 
received from the poet, and his family, the proposal 
to walk with us to Ambleside. Aa we went, I sounded 
him with regard to Ossian. I was chagrined to find 
that he was denounced, as a disgusting imposture ; the 
manners, and imagery, designated as false and unreal, 
condemned in toto, yet to the blind Bard himself, he had 
Bome relentings. He was evidently satisfied with the 
image of the aged Harper, left the last of Ms race, and 
giving his griefs to the echoes of the hills ; but all beyond, 
— the touching tenderness, and beauty of the characters 
delineated, the lively description of mountain scenery, and 
the ethereal spirit of melancholy, which pervades those 

igular compositions, were abandoned without a sigh. 

As we advanced, the sun sank, and a warm flush o! 
bright carnation lighted up the sky around ; it reminded 
me of the sunset scene in The Excursion, and I told 
Wordsworth so ; he said he had never before seen so fine 
a one. Mrs Wordsworth fancied a Hon rampant in the 
clouds, and contrasted the transient colours of those lovely 
skies, with the permanent repose of the ever-during crags, 
round which they floated. At the town we parted." . . , 

With this may be conjoined, the account given in Pdcr's 
Letters to his Kinsfolk, the second edition of which was 
published in 1819. 

" In listening to Wordsworth, it is impossible to forget 
for a single moment that the author of The Excursion, is 
before you. Poetry has been with him the pure sole 
business of life — he thinks of nothing else, and he speaks 
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of nothing olse — and where is the man who hears him, that 
would for a moment wish it to be otherwise ? The deep 
sonorous voice in which he pours forth his soul upon the 
secrets of his art — and tliose ghmpses which he opens 
every now and then into that lowly hfe, whose mysteries 
have been his inspirations — tlie earnestness with which 
he details, the confidence which he feels in the heart that 
ia submitted to his working — and the command witi 
which he seeks to fasten to him every one capable of 
understanding liis words — all these things are as they 
should be, in one that has lived the life of a hermit, 
partaking Uttle in the pursuits, and knowing little of 
the habits of the men of the world. There is a noble 
simplicity in the warmth with which he discourses to all 
that approach him, on the subject of which he himself 
knows most, on which he feels most, and of which he is 
wise enough to know that every one must be most anxious 
to hear him speak. His poetry is the poetry of external 
nature and profound feeling, and such is the hold which 
these themes have taken of his intellect, that he seldom 
descends to the tone in which the ordinarj' conversation 
of men is pitched. Hour after hour his eloquence flows on, 
by his own simple fireside, or along the slopes of his own 
mountains, in the same strain as in his poems— 
Of Mbd and Nature, and of human life. 
His haunt and the main region of bis BoQg. 
His enthusiasm is that of a secluded artist. The It 
dim, pensive eye, that dwells upon the ground, and the 
smile of placid abstraction, that clothes his tremulous, 
melancholy lips, complete a picture of solemn genius, to 
which, amid the concussions of conunon life, my mind 
reverts for repose." * 

In September 1819, Princ« Leopold visited Lowther 
* Sflu PtUrt LtUert to hit Kin^oUi, Letter U. VoL ii p. 310-312. 
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Castla Wordsworth was unable to accept an invitation 
to meet }\^m there, bnt sent to Lord Lonsdale a letter, 
telling him of certain views which his Koyal Highness 
should not fail to see, should he visit Keswick as well 
as Grasmere and Ambleside — the view of Derwentwater 
from General Peachy'a House upon the Island, and from 
Friar's Crag, and that from the Vicarage of Crosthwaite, 
so much prized by the poet Gray. And, as even better 
than the last, the view " from the neighbourhood of 
Ormathwaite, on tlie new road close under Skiddaw by 
Applethwaite, proceeding towards Bassenthwaite less than 
half a mile, and returning the same way. In the Vale of 
Grasmere, if there should be ten minutes to spare, when 
the Swan Tti h is reached, inquire for a small hill called 
Butterlip How, It commands a paiionnoie view of this 
celebrated vale, proceed thence by the Church to rejoin 
the road leading to Ambleside by EydaL The valley of 
Ambleside is, perhaps, nowhere better seen than from the 
terrace at Bydal Mount." 

In the summer of 1820, "Wordsworth, with his wife and 
Bister, went up to London, on their way to the Continent. 
They went by Oxford, and were there on the 30th of May, 
the visit inspiring two sonnets on the city and its colleges. 
In one of them, referring to the High Street, he spoke of 

The stream-tike windings of that glorious street. 

They went to London to attend the marriage of Mr 
Monkhouse, in the beginning of June. They stayed with 
Christopher Wordsworth at Lambeth Eectory, and spent 
nearly two months in the metropolis. 

It was during an earUer visit that he had sat to Haydon, 
for the portrait of a reverential bystander, in his picture of 
" Christ's Entry into Jerusalem ; " hut this picture was only 
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completed, and exhibited for the first time, iu 1820, Henij 
Crnbb Robinson wrote of it ; — " The group of Wordswoith, 
Newton, and Voltaire is ill executed. The poet is a forlorn 
and hayffard old loan ; the philosopher is a sleek, well- 
dressed citizen of London ; and Voltaire is merely an nglf 
Frenchman." 

In 1820 Wordsworth piildisheil his Jiiver Duddira, a 
Srrtes of Sonnets ; appending to it a few other poems and 
his topographical description of the Lakes. On receiviag a 
copy, Charles Lamb wrote to Dorothy "Wordsworth : — 

'■ Man ^. lS3a 
Deak Miss W, — . . . Tliere can be none to whom the laat 
Tolome of W. W. has come more welcome than to me. I 
have traced the Duddon in thought and with repetitioii 
along the banks (alas !) of the Sea — unpoetical name ; it is 
always flowing and murmuring and dashing in my ears, 
The atory of I}ion ia divine — the genius of Plato falling on 
him like moonlight — the finest thing ever expressed Then 
there is Elidwri: and Kirkslone Pass — the last not new to 
me — and let nie add one of the sweetest of them all to rae, 
T/ie Longest Day. Loving all these as much as I can love 
poetry new to me, what could I wish or desire more or 
extravagantly in a new volume ? That I did not write to 
W. W. was simply that he was to come so soon, and that 
flattens letters. . . , — Yours, C. L." 

On the 2nd .June, Crabb Robin.?on wrote: — ^M 

" I went to Lamb's, where Wordsworth and Mrs W. were. 
Lamb was in a good humour. He read some recent composi- 
tions, which Wordsworth cordially praised. He seemed to 
enjoy his society. Not much was said about his new volume 
of poems. But he himself spoke of Brotcnu's Ceil, as his 
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favourite. It appears that he had heard of a recluse living 
in the island, when there himself, and afterwards of his 
being gone, no one knew whither, as the fact on which the 
poem is founded.* 

Sunday 1 Itfi. — W, stUl lets me hope that I may have the 
opportunity of travelling with him. He was, however, more 
occupied ahout the new edition of Peter Bell. He has 
resolved to make some concessions to public taste, and has 
resolved to strike out several offensive passages, such as 

Ib it » party in a parlour, &c, 
which I had implored him to leave out, before the book 
first appeared. So the over-coarse expression, ' But I will 
(tai^ your bones,' &c, &c. I never before saw W. so little 
opinionated, so willing to make sacrifices for the sake of 
popularity, as now. He is improved not a little by this in 
my mind. 

2]s(. — I called on Monkhouse. Wordsworth was very 
pleasant Indeed, he is uniformly so now ; and there is 
absolutely no pretence for what was always an exaggerated 
charge against him, that he can talk only of his own poetry, 
and loves only bis own works. He is more indulgent than 
he used to be of the works of others, even rivals and contem- 
porariee ; and is more open to argument in favour of 
obsngea in his own works," 

* Tbe following is an interesting incident of this 2nd day of Jiuie 1820. 
Chvlei Idinb preseoted Wordsworth with. » copy of the tint editions of 
Paraditf. Btgained aod Lycidae (1677), with the following iaauriptian : — 
" C. Lamb, to tbe beat knower of Milton, and therefore the worthiett ooca- 
pant of this pleasant edition, June 2Dd, 1820." — It may be added that in 
November 1820, when Wordsworth returned from the Coctinent, S. 
Bogera presented liim with a copy of the aecond edition of ParadUt Lost 
(1069), aad wrote in the volume — "One of the most precious I eon give, or 
JOB reoBJTe. It will acquire a new value by booomiog yoora." 



NOTE. 

Although it has been explained in the Preface to the first 
volume of this Biography, it may be as well to add here 
that the appendices which follow would have been reserved 
for the end of the third volume — their most appropriate 
place — ^had it not been found necessary to send the earlier 
chapters of that volume to press, before the latter ones weie 
finished, and before the exact length to which it would 
extend was known. The material which these appendices 
contain refer to various periods in the Life of Wordsworth, 
and those who wish to follow the story of his life con- 
nectedly to its close, may pass to volume three, before they 
examine these detached memoranda. 
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APPEKDIX L 

REMINISCENSES BY THE LATE BISHOP OP LINCOLN 
AND THE REV. R. PERCEVAL GRAVES. 

"I CONTENT myself," wrote the Biahop, in 1850, "with 
noting down some record of opinions wMch ho expressed 
from time to time on literary subjects in my hearing, — 
Bome of them nearly a quarter of a century ago." 
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" First read the ancient classical authors ; then come to 
ns ; and you will be able to judge for yourself which of us 
is worth reading. 

The first book of Homer appears to be independent of the 
rest. The plan of the Odyssey is more methodical than that 
of the Iliad. The character of Achilles seems to me one of 
the grandest ever conceived. There is something awful in 
it, particularly in the circumstance of his acting under an 
abiding foresight of his own death. One day, conversing 
with Payne Knight and Uvedale Price concerning Homer, 
I expressed my admiration of Nestor's speech, as eminently 
natwal, where he teUs the Greek leaders that they are mere 
children in comparison with the heroes of old whom he had 
known.* ' But,' said Knight and Price, ' that passage is 
spurious ! ' However, I will not part with it. It is inter- 
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eating to compare the same characters (Ajax, for instsnce) 
as treated by Homer, and then afterwards by the Greek 
draniatiBts, aod to mark the difference of handling. In tbe 
plays of Euripides, politics come in as a disturbing force: 
Homer's characters act on physical impulse. There is mort 
intmversum in the dramatist : whence Aristotle rightly calb 
him T^ayixuiTaT/it. Tlie tower-scene, where Helen comes inta 
the presence of Priam and the old Trojans, displays t 
the moat beautiful pictures anywhere to be seen. Priam's 
I that occasion is a striking proof of the courtesy 
and deUcacy of the Homeric age, or, at least, of Homar 
bimself. 

Catullus translated literally from the Greek ; succeeding 
Soman writers did not so, because Greek bad then becomft 
ithe fflshionable, universal language. They did not translata, 
it they paraphrased ; the ideas remaining the same, tliar 
difforeut. Hence the attention of the poets at 
the Augustan age was principally confined to the happy 
selection of the most appropriate words and elaborate 
phrases ; and hence arises the difficulty of translating tliem. 

The characteristics ascribed by Horace to Pindar, in hia 
ode, ' Pindaruin quisquis,' &&, are not found in his extant 
writings. Horace had many lyrical effusions of the Theban 
bard which we have not. How graceful is Horace's modesty 
in his ' Ego a^ Matime More modoque,' as contrasted with 
the Dirciean Swan ! Hoiace is my great favourite : I love 
him dearly. 

I admire Virgil's high moral tone: for instance, that 
sublime ' Aude, liospes, contemnere opes,' &c, and ' bis 
dantem jura Catonem I ' What courage and independence' 
of spirit is there ! There is nothing more imaginative and 
awful than the passage. 
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Arcftdea ipaum 

Oedunt se vidiaae Jovem, &c.* 



In describing the weight of sorrow and fear on Dido's 
inind, Virgil ahow3 great knowledge of human nature, 
lially in that exq^uisite touch of feeling,t 

Hoc visum nalli, non ywi tgata loroi-i. 
The ministry of Confession ia provided to satisfy the natural 
desire tor some relief from the load of grief. Here, as in 
eo many other respects, the Church of Rome adapts herself 
with consummate skill to our nature, and is strong hy our 
weaknesses. Almost all her errors and corruptions are 
ahusea of what is good. 

I think Buchanan's Maice Cale7id(e equal in sentiment, 
if not in elegance, to anything in Horace ; but your brother 
Charles, to whom I repeated it the other day, pointed out 
false quantity in itt Happily this had escaped me. 

When I began to give myself np to the profession of a 
poet for life, I was impressed with the conviction, that there 
were four English poets whom I must have continually 
before me as examples — Chaucer, Shakspeare, Spenser, and 
Milton. These I must study, and equal if I coiUd ; and I 
need not think of the rest. 

I have been charged by some with disparaging Pope and 
Dryden. This is not so. I have committed much of both 
to memory. As far as Pope goes, he succeeds ; but his 
Homer ia not Homer, but Pope. 

I cannot account for Shakspeore's low estimate of his 
own writings, except from the sublimity, the superhumanity, 

• Sa., YiiL 362. + ^,n., iv. 455. 

t It U in the third Una, 

Lndiaque dic&tie, JDcisqne ; 
■trange blunder, for BachaDan maet have read Horace'i, 

Quid dedioatum poscit Apolliaem, 
hnndred tlmea. 
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of his geniu& They were infinitely below his concepdoo 
of what tliey might have been, and ought to have been. 

The mind oiten does not think, when it thinks that il ia 
thinking. If we were to give our whole soul to anjrthin^ 
as the bee does to the flower, I conceive there would be 
little difficulty in any intellectual employment. Hence 
there is no excuse for obscurity in writing, 

Macbeth is the best conducted ^of Shaksp^re's plays. 
The fault of Jidivs Cccsar. Hamlet, and Lear ia, that the 
interest is not, and by the nature of the case could not be,i 
sustained to their conclusion. The death of Julius C>e£ar 
is too overwhelming an incident for any stage of the drama 
but the last. It is an incident to which the mind clings, 
and from which it will not be torn away to share in other 
sorrows. The same may be said of the madness of Lear. 
Again, the opening of Hamld is full of exhausting iotereet 
There is more mind in Savilet than any other play 
knowledge of human nature. The first act is incomparabl 
. . . There is too much of an every-day sick room in 
death-bed scene of Catherine, in Henry the Eighth- 
much of leeches and apothecaries' vials. . . . Zanga 
bad imitation of Othello. Garrick never ventured on Othello :' 
he could not submit to a blacked face. He rehearsed the 
part once. During the rehearsal Quin entered, and, having 
listened for some time with attention, exclaimed, ' W( 
done, David ! but where's the tea-kettle ? ' alluding to 
' print of Hogarth, where a black boy follows his misti 
with a tea-kettle in his hand. ... In stature Garrick 
short. ... A fact which conveys a high notion of his powi 
is, that he was able to act out the absurd stage-costume 
those days. He represented Coriolanus in the attire 
Oheapside. I remember hearing from Sir G. Beaumont, tl 
while he'was venting, as Lear, the violent paroxysms of 
rage in the awful tempest scene, his wig happened to fall 
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'he accident did not produce the slightest effect on the 
ravity of the house, so strongly had he impressed eveiy 
(one with his own emotions. 

Some of my friends (H. C* for instance) doubt whether 
I poetry on contemporary persons and events can be good. 
1 But I instance Spenser's Marriage, and Milton's Lycidas. 
I True, the Person is one of the worst of .^Iscbylus's plays ; at 
\ least, in my opinion, 

Milton is falsely represented by some as a democrat. He 
[ was an aristocrat in the truest sense of the word. See the 
I quotation from him in my Convention of CinlraA Indeed, 
I he spoke in very proud and coutemptuous terms of the 
I populace. Comus is rich in beautiful and sweet flowera, and 
in exuberant leaves of genius ; but the ripe and mellow fruit 
I is in Samson Agonxstes. When he wrote that, bis mind was 
[ Hebraized. Indeed, his genius fed on the writings of the 
tBebrew prophets. This arose, in some degree, from the 
l-temper of the times; the Puritan lived in the Old Testament, 
' almost to the exclusion of the New. 

The works of the old English dramatists are the gardens 
of our language. 

One of the noblest things in Milton is the description of 
that sweet quiet morning in the Paradise Regained, after 
that terrible night of howling wind and storm. The con- 
trast is divine. I 

What a virulent democrat — is ! A man ill at 

I ease with his own conscience is sure to quarrel with all 
! government, order, and law. 

The influence of Locke's Essay was not due to its own 
L merits, which are considerable ; but to external circum- 



* He doabtlesD reFera to Hartley Coleridge. 
i Pftge 191 of the edition oC 1809. 
; Paradiat Hfyaintd, iv. 431. 
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Stances. ■ It came forth at a happy opportunity, and coia- 
ciJed with the prevalent opinions of the time. The Jesuit 
doctrines concerning the papa! power in deposing kings, and 
absolving subjects from their allegiance, had driven some 
Protestant theologians to take refuge in the theory of the 
divine right of kings. This theory was unpalatable to the 
world at large, and others invented the more popular doctrine 1 
of a social contract, in its place; a doctrine which history j 
refutes. But Locke did what he could to accommodate t 
principle to hia own system. 

The only basis on which property can rest, is righfefl 
derived from prescription. 

The best of Locke's works, as it seems to me, is that in. I 
which he attempts the least — his Coitdvcl of the UndtT- 1 
standiiig." 

In the summer of 1827, speaking of some of his 
contemporaries, Wordsworth said, " T. Moore has great 
natural genius ; but he is too lavish of brilliant ornament/ 
His poems smell of the perfumer's and milliner's 3hop& j 
He is not content with a ring and a bracelet, but he must 1 
have riugs in the ears, rings on the nose — rings everywhere. I 

Walter Scott is not a careful composer. He allows I 
himself many liberties, which betray a want of respect for I 
his reader. For instance, he is too fond of inversions ; i 
he often places the verb before the substantive, and the] 
accusative before the verb. W. Scott quoted, as from me, 

The swan on svieet St Marj'a lake 
Flouts doable, swan and abadow, 

instead of still ; thus obscuring my idea, and betraying I 
own uncritical principles of composition. 

Byron seems to me deficient in ftding. Profe 
Wilson, I think, used to say that Beppo was his 
poem ; because all his faults were there brought to a heighl 
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1 1 never read the English Bards through. His critical 
[ prognostications have, for tlie moat part, proved erroneous. 
Sir James Mackintosh said of me to M. de Stael, 
' Wordsworth is not a great poet, but he is the greatest man 
among poets.' Madame de Stael complained of my style. 

Now whatever may be the result of my experiment in 
the subjects which I have chosen for poetical composition — 
be they vulgar or he they not, — I can say without vanity, 
C/that I have bestowed great pains on my style, full as much 
' as any of my contemporaries have done on theirs. I yield 
i in love for my art. I, therefore, labour at it with 
36, affection, and industry. My main endeavour, as 
to style, has been that oiy poems should be written in pure 
intelligible English. Lord Byron has spoken severely of 
my compositions. However faulty they may be, I do not 
think that I ever could have prevailed upon myself to print 
such lines as he has done ; for instance, 

I atood B,t Venice on the bridge of Sighs, 
A palace ciud a prison on each hand. 
Some person ought to write a critical review, analysing 
Lord Byron's language, in order to guard others against 
iraitating liim in these respects. 

Shelley is one of the best artists of us all: I mean in 
workmanship of style. 

S , in the work you luentioned to me, confounds 

imagery and imagination. Sensible objects really existing, 
and felt to exist, are i?>iagery ; and they may form the 
materials of a descriptive poem, where objects are delineated 
AS they are. Imagination is a subjective term : it deals 
with objeotB not as they are, but as they appear to the 
mind of the poet. 

The imagination is that intellectual lens through the 
jnedium of which the poetical observer sees the objects of 
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his observation, modified both in form and colonr ; or it it 
that inventive dresser of draniotio tableaux, by which th 
persons of the play are invested with new drapery, 4 
placed in new attitudes ; or it is that chemical faculty b 
which elements of tho most different nature and 
origin are blended together into one harmonious 
homogeneous whola 

A beautiful instance of the modifying and inve 
power of imagination may be seen in that noble passage S 
Dyer's Ruins of RoTne* where the poet hears the voice < 
Time ; and in Thomson's description of the streets i 
Cairo, expecting the arrival of the caravan which hi 
perished in the storm.t 

Read all Cowley ; he is very valuable to a collecb 
of English sound sense. . . . Bums's ' Scots wha hae ' 
poor as a lyric composition. 

Ariosto and Tasso are very absurdly depressed in i 
to elevate Dante. Ariosto is not always siucere ; Spense 
always so. 

I have tried to read Goethe. I never could succ 

Mr refers me to his Ipkigenia, but I there recognlt 

none of the dignified simplicity, none of the liealth and 
vigour wliich the lieroes and heroines of antiquity possess 
in the writings of Homer. The lines of Lucretius deacribiuj 
the immolation of Iph^nia are worth the whole of Goetfa 
long poem. Again, there is a profligacy, an inhuj 
sensuality, in his works which is utterly revolting. I i 
not intimately acquainted with them genei-ally. But 



•i 37: 




The pilgrim oft, 
At dead oF night, 'mid liis orsiaoD, heara 
Aghiat the voice of Time, disparting toweTi. £& 
Da's Summer, 980 : 

In Cairo's crowded streets. 
The icdpiitieiit merchsiit, wondering, wuta in vain. 
And Mecca eaddent at the long deluy. 
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take up my ground on the first canto of WilJulm Mmter ; 
and, as the attorney-general of human nature, I there indict 
him for wantonly outraging the sympathies of humanity. 
Theologians tell us of the degraded nature of man ; and 
they tell us what ia true. Yet man is essentially a moral 
agent, and there is that immortal and unextinguishable 
yearning for something pure and spiritual which will plead 
against these poetical sensualists as long as man remains 
what he is. 

Scientific men are often too fond of aiming to be men of 
the world. They crave too much for titles, and stars, and 
ribbons. If Bacon had dwelt only in the coiirt of Nature, 
and cared less for that of James the First, he would have 
been a greater man, and a happier one too. 

I heard lately from young Mr Watt a noble instance of 
magnanimity in an eminent French chemist. He had 
'made a discovery, which he was informed would, if he took 
out a patent, realise a large fortune. ' No,' said he, ' I 
do not live to amass money, but to discover truth i and, as 
long as she attends me in my investigations, so long will I 
serve her, and her only.' 

Sir I know from my own experience was ruined 

by prosperity. The age of Leo X. would have shone with 
greater brilliance if it bad had more clouds to struggle 
with. The age of Louis XIV. was formed by the Port 
Boyal amid the storms and thunders of the League. 
Bacine lived in a court till it became necessary to his 
existence, as his miserable death proved. Those petty 
courts of Germany have been injurious to its literature. 
They who move in them are too prone to imagine them- 
selves to be the whole world, and compared with the whole 
world they are nothing more than these little specks in the 
texture of this hearth-rug. . . . 

Patriarchal usages have not qnite deserted us of these 



^ 



LIFE or WORKSWOKTH. 

This moming (new year's day) you were awakened, 
'early by the mlnstieU playing under the eaves, ' Honour U> 
Mr Wordsworth ' ' ' Honour to Mrs Wordsworth ! ' 
so to eacli member of the household by name, sen-anta 
included, each at his own window. These customs bind ni 
together aa a family, and are as beneficial as they aif, 
delightful May they never disappear I 

In my Ode on Ike fnlhiuitums of Immortality in ChUSh/xi 
I do not profess to give a literal representation of t 
elate of the affections and of the moral being in childhood 
1 record my own feelings at that time — my absolute 
spirituality, my ' all-soulness,' if I may so speak. At that 
time I could not believe that I should lie down quietly in 
the grave, and that my body would moulder into dust" 

The last extract from the Bishop of Lincoln's Beminit- 
cemses suggests thtf following from the liev. R. Percevait 
Graves, now of Dublin. 

" I remember Mr Wordsworth saying that, at a particular 
stage of his mental progress, he used lo be frequently so rapt 
into an unreal transcendental world of ideas that the external 
world seemed no longer to exist in relation to him, and he 
had to reconvince himself of its existence by claiming a Irte, 
or 8omethi]ig that happened to be near him. I could not 
help connecting this fact with that obscure passage in his 
great Ode on the Intimations of Immortality, in which ha, 
speaks of 

TboBe obstinate quefltioningB 
Of seaae aad outw&rd things, &c. 

I lieai-d him once make the remark that it would be a 
good habit to watch closely the first involuntary thoughts 
upon waking in the morning, as indications of the 
current of the moral being. 

I was struck by what seemed to me a beautiful analogy. 
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which I once heard him draw, and which was new to me — 
■that the individual characters of mankind showed themselves 
'fdistinctly in childhood and youth, as those of ti-ees iji spring ; 
that of both, of trees in summer and of human kind in 
middle life, tliey were then alike to a great degree merged 
in a dull uniformity ; and that again, in autumn and in 
declining age, there appeared afresh all their original and 
inherent variety brought out into view with deeper marking 
of character, with more vivid contrast, and with great 
accession of interest and beauty. 

He thought the charm of Robinson Cnisoe mistakenly 
ascribed, as it commonly is done, to its naturalness. Attach- 
ing a full value to the singular yet easily imagined and most 
picturesque circumstances of the adventurer's position, to the 
admirable painting of the scenes, and to the knowledge 
displayed of the working of human feelings, he yet felt sure 
that the intense interest created by the story arose chiefly 
from the extraordinary energy and resource of the hero 
under his difficult circumstances, from their being so far 
beyond what it was natural to expect, or what would have 
been exhibited by the average of men ; and that similarly 
tlie high pleasure derived from his successes and good 
fortunes arose from the pecidiar source of these uncommon 
merits of his character. 

I have heard him pronounce that the Tragedy of Othello, 
Plato's record of the last scenes of the career of Socrates, 
and Isaac Walton's Life of George Herbert, were in his 
opinion the most pathetic of human compositions. 

In a walk one day, after stopping, according to his custom, 
to claim admiration for some happy aspect of the landscape, 
or beautiful composition on a smaller scale of natural objects, — 
caught by him at the precisely best point of view in the 
midst of his conversation on other subjects, — he added, good 
humouredly, that there were three callings, for success in which 
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nature had furnished him with qualifications — the callings ol 
poet, landscape-gardener, and critic of pictures and works of ajt 
On hearing this I could not but remember how his qualili- 
cations for the second were proved by the surprising variety 
of natural beauties he managed to displa)' to their best 
advantage, in the very circumscribed limits of the gardoi 
at Eydal Mount, ' an invisible band of art everj^where work- 
ing ' (to use his own exquisite expression) ' in the very spirit 
of nature,' and how many there were who have owed th* 
charm of their grounds and gardens to direction soi^ht fron, 
his well-known taste and feeling. As to works of art, hia 
criticism was not that of one versed in the history of thft' 
schools, but, always proceeding upon first principles, tbo 
' prima pliilosophia,' as he called it ; and it was, as it appeared^ 
to me. of the highest order. 

He was a very great admirer of Virgil, not so mnch l 
a creative poet, but as the most consummate master ei 
language, that, perhaps, ever existed. From him, and Horaoei 
who was an especial favourite, and Lucretius, he used to quot6 
much." 

Three extracts from Mr Barron Field's MS. Memoirs majr 
follow the above reumiiscences. 

Referring to Coleridge's ballad of The Tliree Oraoe^ 
written, Coleridge tells us, about 1793, and first published' 
in the sixth number of ITie Frimd {September 21. 1809J, 
the subject of which was suggested by Wordsworth, Mr 
'Field says: — 

" Mr Wordsworth one day said to me, ' It is not enon^ 
for a poet to possess power of mind, he must also hava 
knowledge of the heart, and this can only be gained 1 
time and trauquH leisure, No great poem has been writteg 
by a young man, or by an unhappy one. It was deal 
Coleridge's constant infelicity that prevented him fronj 
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l-lKing the poet that Nature had given him the power to | 
f fee. He had always too much personal and domestic dis- 
r\ content to paint the son'owa of mankind. He could not — 



I gave him the subject of his Three Graves, but he made it 
too shocking and painful, and not sufficiently softened by 
any healing views. Not lieing able to dwell on natural 
woes, he took to the supernatural, and hence his Ancient 
Mariner and Christabtl, in which he shows great poetical 
power ; but these have not the hold on the heart which 
Nature gives, and will never be popular poems, like those 
of Goldsmith or Burns.' " 

In another part of his Memoirs, Mr Field wrote that 
Wordsworth attributed the want of success of the first 
edition of the Lyrical Ballads " to the unintelligibleness of 
The Ancient Mariwr, and to the want of a Preface ; " while 
8. T, C. attributed the failure of the second edition to " the 
paradoxicalness of the Preface ! " 

Wordsworth, reading over this, added the following 
pencil note on Field's remark : — " My obaer\-ation on Hie 
Ancient Mariner applied only to the first edition, when 
the Preface had not appeared." 

Field- made a lengthy quotation from Coleridge's 
Bioffraphia Literari^., vol. i. page 72, &e., of the edition 
of 1817, and Wordsworth wrote in pencil opposite to it: — 
In the foregoing there is frequent reference to -what is 
called Mr Wonlsworth's theory, and his preface. I will 
mention that I never cared a straw about the theory — and 
the preface was written at the request of Mr Coleridge, 
out of sheer good nature. I recollect the very spot, a 
deserted quarry in the Vale of Grasmere, where he pressed 
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the thing npon me ; and but for thai, it would never have 
been thought of. I should have written maQj tilings, like 
the Essaj upon Kpitaphs, out of kindness to him, in The 
/Wotrf, but he alwaj-3 put me off by saying, * You mnsi 
wait till my principles are laid down, sind then 1 shall be 
happy to have your contributions.' But the piinci] 
never were laid down, and the work fell to the ground.' ' 
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REMINISCENCES BY MR ELU8 YAENALt-, 
PHILADELPHIA. 



The following reminiscences by Mr Ellis Yamall, Phi 
delpliia, were embodied many years ago in a letter I 
Professor Henry Reed of Philadelphia, and contain 
tercsting details of a visit which Mr Yamall paid 
Kydnl Mount in August 1S49, They were sent to the 
Bishop of Lincoln in 1850, and printed — witli a good many 
omissions — in the Menunrs of that year. Mr Yarnall has 
kindly copied foi; me all the omitted passages of his original 
letter ; and I now" include some of these, wliile omitting a^ 
few of the passages printed in 1850. 

"It was alwut noon on the 18th of August, 1849, th| 
I set out with my friends, from their house near Bownei 
to ride to Ambleside. ■ . . 

It was half-past one when we reached Ambleside, whM 
I left Mr and Mrs B., and walked on alone to Kydal Mom 
I was full of eager expectations as I thought how soon j 
should, perhaps, be in the presence of Wordsworth- 
after long years of waiting, of distant reverential admiratu 
and love, I was, as I hoped, to be favoured with a j 
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[ interview with the great poet-philosoplier, to whom you 
and I, and 80 many others, feel that we are under the 
deepest obligation for the good which has come to us from 
his writings. At two o'clock I wa3 at the wicket gate 
opening into Wordsworth's grounds. I walked along the 

■ gravel pathway, leading through shrubbery to the open 
space in front of the long two-story cottage, the Poet's 
dwelling. 

In a few minutes I heard steps in the entry, the door 
was opened, and Wordsworth came out, it could be no other 
— a tall figure, a little bent vrith age, his hair thin and 
grey, and his face deeply wrinkled. , , . The expression of 
his countenance was sad, mournful I might say ; he seemed 
one on whom sorrow pressed heavily. He gave me his 
hand, and welcomed me cordially, though without smiling. 
' Will you walk in, Sir, and join us at the table,' said he. 
' I am engaged to dine elsewhere.' ' But you can sit with 
us,' said he ; so, leading tlie way, he conducted me to tlie 
dining-room. At the head of the table sat Mrs Words- 
worth, and their three grand-children made up the party. 
... It was a humble apartment, not ceiled, the rafters 
being visible ; having a large old-fashioned chimney-place, 
with a high mantelpiece. 

Wordsworth asked after Mr Ticknor of Boston, who had 
visited him a few mouths before, and for whom he ex- 
pressed much regard. Some other questions led me to 
Bpeak of the progress we were making in America in the 
extension of our territory, the settlements on the I'acilic, 
&C. ; all thia involving the rapid spread of our English 
tongue. Wordsworth at this looked up, and I noticed a 
fixing of his eye as if on some remote object He said tliat 
considering this extension of our language, it behoved those 
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who wrote to see to it, that wliat they put forth was on the 
side of virtue. This remark, although thrown out at the 
moment, was made in a serious thoughtful way ; and I was 
much impressed by it. I could not but reflect that to him 
a deep sense of responsibility had ever been present : to 
purify and elevate has been the purpose of all his writings. 
Such may have been at that moment his own inward 
meditation, and he may have had in mind the coming 
generations who are to dwell upon his words, 

Keferring to the last French revolution, he said that 
Louis Philippe and Guizot had shown a sad want of courage 
— but for this the result might have been very different 
Lamartine he spoke of very slightingly, 'a poor writer of 
verses not ha\Tng the least claim to be considered 
statesman.' 



Queen Victoria was mentioned — her visit to Ii 
which had just been made — the course she had 
' That is a virtue,' said he, ' which she has to a remarkal 
degree, which is veiy much to her credit' 
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Inman's portrait of him I alluded to as being very 
familiar to me, the copy which hung in the room calling 

it to mind, which led him to speak of the one painted by.j 
Pickersgill, for St John's College, Cambridge, ' I wa 
member of that College,' he said, ' and the fellows 
students did me the honour to ask me to sit, and alloi 
me to choose the artist. I wrote to Mr Rogers on 
subject, and he recommended Pickersgill, who came dow 
80on afterwards, and the picture was punted here." 
believed he had sat twenty-three times. My impression j 
he was iu doubt whether Inman's or Pickersgill's 
was the better one. . . . 

I think it was this mention of honours which I 
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id him, wliich seemed to bring to his mind the University 

he had received. The Universities q£ Oxford and 

■ham had made him D.CL., Cambridge woiUd have done 

le same had he not declined. 

Mrs Wordsworth smiled as he said this, though without 

ildng up from her knitting, as if he was speaking too 

inch of these honours. But to me there was a certain 

iplicity and naturalness in his manner that made what 

lie was telling seem iu no way a departure from true modesty. 

Trinity College, Cambridge, was mentioned, which was 

{founded by Henry VIII. Of that kijig he spoke in terms of 

strongest abhorrence. I wish I could recall his exact 

words, they were extremely forcible. I think the concluding 

sentence was, ' I loathe his very memory,' I alluded to 

Holbein's portrait of Henry, which I had lately seen at 

Oxford, at the Bodleian Library. ' Yes, there he is,' he 

said, ' hia hand grasping the dagger.' I recalled at once 

that this was the position of the hand resting on the 

dagger-hilt. 

He spoke with great animation of the advantage of 
classical study, Greek especially. ' Where,' said he, ' would 
one look for a greater orator than Demosthenes ; or finer 
dramatic poetry, next to Shakspeare, than that of jEschylus [- 
and Sophocles, not to speak of Euripides?' Herodotus hei 
thought 'the most uiteresting and instructive book, nexti ' 
to the Bible, which had ever been written. Modem dis- 
coveries had only tended to confirm the general tnith of 
hia narrative. Thucydides he thought less of. i - 

Continuing to speak of Cambridge, he considered the rule 
an unfortunate one which obliged those holding FellowshipB 
to resign them at the end of seven years, unless they took 
orders. Many men, he said, began the study of law when 
this period was over, but finding their academic life had 



334 



LIFE OF WOEDSWOItTU. 



unfitted them for this profession — leading them, as il did. 
into the open world — they returned to the University and 
took orders, iia though they could not help themselTei 
Archdeacon Hare whs one of these. 



France was our nest subject, and one which seemed verj 
near his heart. He had been much in that country at the 
outbreak of the Revolution, and afterwards during its 
wildest excesses. At the time of the September massacres 
he was at Orleans. Addressing Mrs W. he said, ' I wonder 
how I came to stay there so long, and at a period so 
exciting,' He had known many of the abbt^s and otlier 
ecclesiastics, and thouglit highly of them as a class ; thej 
were earnest, faithful niyn : being unmarried, he must say, 
they were the better able to fulfil their sacred duties ; they 
were married to their liocka In the towns there seemed, 
he admitted, very little religion ; but in the country there 
had always be«ii a great deaL ' I should like to spend 
another month in France,' he said, ' before I close my eyes.' 
He seemed to feel deep commiseration for the sorrows of 
that unhappy country. Il was evidently the remembrance 
of hopes which in liis youth he had ardently cherished, and 
which had been bhghted, on which liia mind was dwelling. 
I alluded to Henry the Fifth, to whom many eyes were, 1 
thought, beginning to turn. With liim, he remarked, 
would be a principle for which men could contend — li 
macy. Tlie advantage of this he stated finely. 

It seems an abrupt transition, but the next subject I find 
on my notes is Mr Kuskin's Modem Painters. Kusldn 
he thought a brilliant writer, but there was too much pi 
of TuiTier in his book, to the disparagement of others ; \{ 
had hardly a word for any one else. Seeing Manninj 
Sermons on the table, I alluded to them, and mentioi 
that I had heard the Archdeacon in London a short 
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before. Mrs Wordsworth took an interest in my account, 
as well as her husband, and joined almost for the first time 
in the conversation. The sermons were evidently well known 
to her, and much valued. Wordsworth said to her, calling I 
ter ' Marj',' as he always did when he addres.sed her, ' Did 
I buy that copy?' 'No,' said she, 'it was a present.' ' 
' From the Archdeacon ? ' he enquired. ' So, a present to 
me, from Miss Fenwiok.' 

There was tenderness, I thought, in the tones of liis 
voice, when speaking with his wife ; and I could not but 
look with deep interest and admiration on the woman for 
whom tins illustrious man had for so many- years cherished 
feelings of reverential love. 

Peace settles where the iutellect is meek, 

is a line which you will recall from one of the beautiful 
poems Wordsworth has addressed to her ; and this seemed 
peculiarly the temper of her spirit — peace, the holy calm- 
ness of a heart to whom love had been an ' unerring light.' 

I ventured to remark to Wordsworth that I had observed 
from a note in the last published volumes of his poems, 
that he had looked with hope to tlie movement in the 
English Church which had then begun at Oxford, and 
whicli has since had such f,Teat results. I asked whether 
late events had led lum to alter in any degree this favour- 
able judgment. He I'epUed that his opinion was imchanged. 
'I foresaw,' said he, 'that the movement was for good, 
and such I conceive it has been beyond all question.' 

Continuing to speak of the Englisli Church, he said there 
ought to be an increase in the number of Bishops — they 
ought to be five times as many. 

I may here mention, that throughout the conversation 
Wordsworth's manner was animated, and that he took 
pleasure in it evidently. His words were very choice ; each 
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sentence seemixl faultless. No one could tiave listennl lo 
his talk for tive minates. even on ordinary topics. witLuul 
perceiving that he was b remarkable man. Not that hi 
was brilliant ; but there was euslained vigour, and that 
mode of espression which denotes babitnal thoiigbifnliiese. 

When the clock struck four, I thought it time for mu to 
go. Wordsworth told me to say to his friends in Amenca, 
that he and his wife were well ; tliat they had iiad a great 
grief of late, in the loss of their only daughter, which be 
supposed they woidd never get over. This explained, as I 
have already mentioned, the sadness of his manner. 

He walked out into the entry with me, and then asked 
me to go again into the dining-room, to look at an oak 
chest or cabinet be had tliere — a piece of old furniture 
curiously carved. It bore a Latin inscription, which stated 
tliat it was made 300 years ago, for William Wordsworth, 
who was the son of, &c. &c~, gi™ig the ancestors of sold 
William for many generations, and ending, ' on whose sonls 
may God have mercy.' This Wordsworth repeated twice, 
and in an emphatic way, as be read the inscription. It 
seemed to me that he took comfort in the religious spirit of 
his ancestors, and that he was also adopting the solemn 
ejaculation for himself. There was something verj- im- 
pressive in his manner. J 

We then went out together on the lawn, and stood for a™ 
while to enjoy the views, and he pulled open the shrubbery 
or hedge in places, that I might see to better advantage. 
He accompanied me to the gate, and then said if I had a 
few minutes longer to spare he would like to show mi; the 
waterfall which was close by — the lower fall of EydaL I 
gladly assented. The few minutes I was to devote to the 
falls extended to three quarters of an hour. One of the 
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[ueations Wordsworth asked me at this time was. What 

I age do men reach in America ? He wished to know 

jffhether the average of life was longer with us than in 

■Dglatid. It wafi a natural question for an old man. 

Wordsworth seemed to have much pleasure in exhibiting 

: beautiful retreat, described in one of his earlier poems, 

e Evening Walk. 

As we returned together he walked very slowly, 

asionally stopping when he said anything of importance ; 

Lnd again I noticed that looking into remote space, of 

which I have already spoken. His eyes, though not 

pglistening, had yet in them the fire which betokened the 

jatnesa of his genius. This no painter could represent, 

md this it was which gave to his countenance its liigh 

intellectual expression. 

Hartley Coleridge he spoke of with affection. . . ' There 

is a single line,' he added, ' in one of hia father's poems 

which I consider explains the after-life of the son. He ia 

Bpeaking of his own confinement in London, and then says. 

Bat thou, my cbild, eli&lt waader like a breeze. 

Of Southey he said that he had had the misfortune to 
oathve his faculties. His mind, he thought, had been 
weakened by long watching by the sick bed of his wife, 
who had lingered for years in a very distressing state. 

I happened to have in my pocket the small volume of 
selections, which you made some years ago.' I produced 
it, and asked at the same time if he had ever seen it He 
rephed he had not. He look it with evident interest, 
turned to the title-page, whicli he read, with its motto, He 
began the preface then, in the same way. liut here I 
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most record a trifling incident, which may yet be voA 
noting. We were standing together in the road, Words- 
wotth readit^ aloud, as I have said, when a man acct^ted 
ns asking charity — a beggar of the better class. Wordi- 
trorth, scaroely looking off the book, thrust his hands intu 
hia pockets, as if instinctively acknowledging the man's 
right to beg by this prompt action. He seemed to finJ 
nothing, however ; and he said, in a sort of soliloquy, ' 1 
have given to four or five, already, to-day,' as if to acamnt 
for his being then unprovided. 

He made but little comment on your notice of him. 
Occasionally he would say, as be came to a particular fact, 
' That's quite correct ; ' or, after reading a. quotation from 
Ilia own works, he would add, ' That's from my writings.' 
These quotations he read in a way that mucli impressed me ; 
it seemed almost as if he was awed by the greatness of bis 
own power, the gifts with which he had been endowed. 
It was a solemn time to me, this part of my interview ; and 
to you, my friend, it would have been a crowning happiness 
to stand, as I did, by his side on that bright summer day, 
and thus listen to his voica I thought of his long life : 
that he was one who had felt himself from early youth * a 
dedicated spirit, singled out for holy services ' — one who 
had listened to the teachings of Nature, and communed 
with his own heart in the seclusion of those beautiful vales, 
imtil his thoughts were ready to be uttered for the good of 
his fellow-men. And there had come back to him offerings 
of love, and gratitude, and reverent admiration, from a 
greater miUtitude than had ever before paid their homage 
to a living writer ; and these acknowledgments have been 
for benefits so deep and lasting, that words seem but a poor 
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. and 80 we parted. I went on my way, happy in the 
»llection of this, to me, memorable interview. My mind 
La in a tumult of excitement, for I felt that I had been 
1 the familiar presence of one of the noblest of our race ; 
ind this sense of Wordsworth's intellectual greatness had 
>een with me during the whole interview. I may speak, 
I, of the strong perception of his moral elevation which I 
lad at the same tima No word of imkindness had fallen 
Jrom him. He seemed to be living as if in the presence of 
God by habitual recollection. A strange feeling, almost of 
awe, had impressed me while I was thus with him. 

Believing that his memory will he had in honour in all 
coming time, I could not but be thankful that I had been 
.admitted to intimate intercourse with him then, when he 
was so near the end of life. . . . — Believe me, my dear 
friend. Yours faithfuUy, Ellis Yabnall." 



APPENDIX III. 

BEMINISCENCE8 OF THE WESTMORELAND PEASANTEY. 

Paet of the following Eeminiscaiees of Wordsworth anumgst 
the Pposantry of Weslnwreland, by the Eev. H. D. Eawnaley, 
was Tend at a meeting of " The Wordsworth Society " in 
London in 1882, and the whole paper was published in the 
Tratisaclions of that Society in 1884, These reminiscences 
were gathered by Mr Kawnsley in 1881-2, and, as they 
refer to the later years of the poet's life, they would 
naturally have found a place in the third volume of this 
work. For reasons explained in the preface, however, they 
are placed in an appendix to this volume. Those who wish 
to study the continuity of Wordsworth's life, and to note 
the effect he produced on his contemporaries of every class, 
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in its natural order of development, ehoald reserve 1 
perasal of this appendix till they have read volume IIL 






k 



"Having grown up in the immediate vicinity of the 
present Poet- Laureate's old home in Lincolnshire, I had 
been struck with the swiftness with which, J 

Ah year b; year the labourer tills ^M 

Hia wonted glebe, or lops the gUdes, | 

the memories of the poet of the Somersby Wold had faded 
* from off the circle of the hiUs,' I had been astonished to 
note how little real interest was taken in him or his fame, 
and how seldom his works were met with in the houses of 
the rich or poor in the very neighbourhood. 

It was natural that, coming to reside in the Lake Count 
I should endeavour to find out what of WordswortW 
memory among the men of the Dales still lingered on, — -' 
how far he waa still a moving presence among them, — how 
far his works had made their way into the cottages and 
farm-houses of the valleys. 

But if a certain love of the humorous induced me to enl 
into or follow up conversations with the tew still li' 
among the peasants who were in the habit of 
Wordsworth in the flesh, there was also a genuine wish 
endeavour to find out how far the race of Westmoreland and 
Cumberland farm-folk — the ' Matthews' and the ' Michaels' 
of the poet as described by him — were real or fancy pictures, 
or how far the characters of the dalesmen had been altered 
in any remarkable manner by tourist influences during the 
thirty-two years that have passed since the aged poet was 
laid to rest 

For notwithstanding the fact that Mr Ruskin, writing 
1876, had said 'that the Border peasantry (painted wil 
absolute fidelity by Scott and Wordsworth) ' are, as hithi 
a scarcely injured race, — that in his fields at Coniston 
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,d men who might have fought with Henry V. at Agincourt 
without being diatinguiahed from any of his knights, — that 
'he could take hia tradesman's word for a thousand pounds, 
:iiid need never latch his garden gate, nor fear molestation 

wood or on moor, for his girl guests ; the more one went 
about seeking tor such good life and manners and simple 
■pety as Wordsworth knew and described in fell-side homes, 
Ol such generous unselfishness and nobility among the Dale 
farmers as would seem to have been contemporaries of the 
poet, the more one waa disappointed to find a characteristic 
:0omething faded away, and a certain beauty vanbhed tliat 
the simple retirement of old volley-days of fifty years ago 
gave to the men amongst whom Wordsworth lived. The 
strangers with their gifta of gold, their vulgarity, and their 
requirements, have much to answer tor in the matter. But 
it is true that the decent exterior, the shrewd wit, and the 
manly independence and natural knightlinesa of the men of 
the soil is to a large extent responsible for raising expecta- 
tions of nobility of life and morals, the expectation of which 
would be justified by no other peasant class in England, and 
which, by raising an unfair standard for comparison, ought 
to be prepared for aouie disappointment. 

One's walks and talks with the few who remember 
Wordsworth, or Wudsworth as they always call him, have 
done little to find out more than the impression that they 
u outsiders formed of him, but it allowed one to grasp by 
the hand a few of those natural noblemen who by their 
presence still give testimony to a time and a race of men and 
women fast fading away, and in need already of the immor- 
tality of lofty tradition that Wordsworth has accorded them. 

While these few of his still living peasant contemporaries 
show us the sort of atmosphere of severely simple life, 
hand-in-hand with a 'joy in vridest commonalty spread,' 
that made some of Wordsworth's poems possible, I think the 
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facts that they seem to establish of Wordsworth's seclusion, 
and the distance he seems to have kept from them and Uieir 
cottage homes, not a little iuteiestiug. For thej point to ths 
suggestion that the poet lived so separate and apart from 
them, so seldom entered the ' huts where poor men lie,' or 
mixed with the fell-side folk at their sports and junketii^ 
that he was enabled, in his swift selection and appreeiatioB 
of the good and pure and true in their surroundings, to forged 
quite honestly perhaps, the faults of the people among whtm 
he lived. 

Be that as it may, this paper aims at establishing no new 
doctrine or view about the man, but at simply putting on 
record reminiscences still in the minds of some of those 
who often saw him, knew his fancies and his ways (as only 
servants know the fancies and ways of their master), and 
spoke with him sixty, fifty, or furty years ago. 

These reminiscences may seem worthless to many, jnst 

from the fact that they are the words of outsiders. They 

will seem to others of interest (or that very reason. And 

this much must be said, they are trustworthy records from 

true mouths. The native love of truth, or perhaps better, 

the native dislike ever to hazard suggestion, 

without book, is guaranteed for that. To ask questions in 

Westmoreland is the reverse of asking them of Syrian. 

fellaheen and Egyptian dragomans. Tiie Cumberland mind 

is not inventive, nor swift to anticipate the answer yoa 

wish, and one is always brought up sharp with — 

' Naay, I wud na speak to that neatlier : ' 

' Naay, I'se not certain to owt o' that : ' 

■ Might bea, but not to my knowledge howiwer 

' It's na good my saaing I kna tliat, when I doant, now 

m,' — and 



li then,' — and so on. 

I Twenty summera 



had let the daisies blossom round 
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Wordsworth's grave, when, in 1870, I heard of and saw 
the old lady who had once heen in service at Rydal Mount, 
and was now a lodging-house keeper at Grasmere. Slie 
shall be called as first witness, but what kind of practical 
and unimaginative mind she had may be gathered from the 
following anecdote. My sister came in from a Iat« evening 
walk, and said, ' O Mrs D , have you seen the wonder- 
ful sunset ? ' The good lady turned sharply round, and 
drawing herself to her full height, as If mortally offended, 

answered, ' No, Mias R , I'm a tidy cook, I know, and 

" they say," a decentish body for a landlady, and sic-like, but 
I doant knaw nothing about sunsets or them sort of things, 
they've never been in my line.' Her reraimscenco of 
Wordsworth was aa worthy of tradition as it was ex- 
planatory, from her point of view, of the method in which 
Wordsworth composed, and was helped in his labours by 
his enthusiastic sister. 

' Well you know,' were her words, ' Mr Wordsworth 
went humming and booing about, and she. Miss Dorothy, 
kept close beliint him, and she picked up the bits as he let 
'em fall, and tak 'em down, and put 'em together on paper 
for him. And you may,' continued the good dame, ' be 
very well sure aa how she didn't understand nor make sense 
out^of 'em, and I doubt that he [Wordsworth] didn't know 
much about them either himself, but, howiwer, there's a 
great many folk as do, I dare say.' 

And here it will be well to put in a caution. The 
vernacular of the Lake district must be understood a 
little, or wrong impressions would be got of the people's 
memory of the bard. ' What was Mr Wordsworth like in 
personal appearance ? ' I once asked of an old retainer, who 
still lives not far from Rydal Mount. ' He was a ugly- 
faaced man, and a mean liver,' was the answer. And when 
he continued, ' Ay, and he was a deal upo' the road, ye kna,' 
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■.one might have been pardoned if one had concluded t 
rtiie Lake poet was a Bort of wild man of the woods, an ugl] 
eostomer of desperate life, or liighwayman of vagrant batai 
All that was Teally meant when translated was, that he « 
a man of marked features, and led a very simple life in 
inattera of food and laiment. 

The next witness I shall call to speak of the poet is n 
other than the lad whose wont it was to serve the Bydd 
Mount kitchen with meat, week in week out, in the poet's dayi 
A grey-haired man himself now, his chiefest memory of Words* 
worth is that of a tall man, ' rather a fineish man in boiUi 
with a bit of a stoop, and a deal of grey hair upon his he&d,' 

In some of the days of close analysis that are com 
upon us, poets will perhaps be found to have depended t 
the particular colour of their poems, or turns and cast o 
thought, upon the kind of food — vegetable or animal — that 
they mostly subsisted on. It will be well to chronicle the 
fact that Wordsworth had an antipathy to veal, but was 
very partial to legs, — ' lived on legs, you may almost say.' 
But as my friend added, almost in the same breath, that the 
poet was " a great walker i' the vaales,' he had uttered un> 
consciously a double truth. 

The next fact that remained clear and distinct in tho 
butcher's mind was, that whenever you met the poet he wag 
sure to he 'quite (pronounced white) plainly dressed.' 
Sometimes in a round blue cloak. Sometimes wearing t 
big wideawake, or a bit of an old boxer, but plainly dressed, 
almost ' poorly dressed, ya mun saay, at the beat o' times.' ' 
' But for aw that, he was quite an object man,' he added, 
meaning that there was a dignity that needed no dressing: 
to set it off, I suppose, in the poet's mien and manner.. 
It was interesting to hear, too, how different WordsworUl 
had seemed in his grave silent way of passing children 
without a word, from ' Hie Hartley Coleridge,' with his con« 
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stant salutation, uncertain gait, his head on one side, his 
walking-stick suddenly shouldered, and then liis frantic 
little rushes along the road, between the pauses of his 
thought. ' Many's the time,' said my friend, ' that me and 
my sister has run ourselves intil a lather to git clear fra 
Hartley, tor we allays thowt, ya kna, when he started 
running he was efter ua But as fur Mister Wudsworth, 
he'd pass you, same as if ya was nobbut a stoan. He niver 
cared for children, however ; ya may be certain of that, for 
didn't I have to pass him four times in t' week, up to the 
door wi' meat ? And he niver oncst said owt Ye're well 
aware if he'd been fond of children he 'ud 'a spoke,' 

But Mrs Wordsworth had made her impressions too on 
the youth's mind. ' As for Mi's Wordsworth, she waa 
plainer in her ways than he was. The plainest woman in 
these parts, for all the world the bettermer part of an old 
farm-wife.' He intended nothing disrespectful by this simile, 
he only wished to say she was simple in manner and dress. 
But if Mrs Wordsworth's personal appearance had impressed 
him, her powers of housekeeping had impressed him more. 
She was very persevering, and ' ter'ble particular in her 
accounts, never allowed you an inch in the hutching-book.' 
It did not raise one's opinion of Lake country butcher 
morahty to find this a grievance, but the man as he spoke 
seemed to think a little sorely of those old-fashioned days, 
when mistresses, not cooks, took supervision of the house- 
hold economies. 

I bade my friend good-day, and the last words I heard 
were, ' But Mr Wudsworth was guite an object man, mind yt.' 

It is an easy transition from butcher-boy to gardener's 
lad, and I will now detail a conversation I had with one 
who, in this latter capacity at Ejdnl Mount, saw the poet 
daily for some years. 
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It was Easter Monday, and I knew that the one-til 
gardener's lad at Eydal Mount had grown into a ^ 
renowned keeper of a vale-renowned beerhouse. I ha3 * 
doubts aa to calling on this particular day, for Easter 
Monday and beer go much together in our Lake countty. 
But I was half reassured by a friend who said, ' Well, he 
gets drunk three times a day, but takes the air between 
whiles, and if you catch him airing he will be very civil, 
hut it's a bad day to find him sober, this.' I explained 
that I wanted to talk with him of old Wordsworthian 
days. ' Aw, it's Wudsworth you're a gaan to see about ? 
If that's the game, you're reet enufi', for, drunk or sober, he 
can crack away a deal upon Mr Wudsworth. An' I'se not 
so varry seuer but what he's best drunk a li'le bit' 
I was reassured, and soon found myself sitting on the stone 
ale-bench outside the public-house, the best of Mends 
with a man who had been apparently grossly libelled — & 
he was as sober as a judge — and whose eye fairly twinkle^ 
as he spoke of the Rydal garden days. 

' You see, blessed bam, it's a lock o' daays sin', but 1 
remember them daays, for I was put by ray master to t 
Rydal Mount as gardener-boy to keep me fra bad waayi 
And I remember one John Wudsworth, Mr Wudsworth**! 
nevi, parson he was, dead, like enough, afore this. Well,. I 
he was stayin' there along o' his missus, first week as I was 
hoy there, and I was ter'ble curious, and was like enough to 
hev bin drowned, for they had a hath, filled regular o' 
nights, up above, ya kna, with a sort of curtaimnent all 
round it. And blowed if I didn't watch butler fill it, and 
then goa in and pull string, and down came waiter, and I 
was 'maazed as owt, and I screamed, and Mr John come 
and fun' me and saaved my life. Eh, blessed barn, them 
was daays long sin'.' 

I asked whether Mr Wordsworth was much thought < 
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He replied, ' Latterly, but we thowt li'Ie enough of him. He 
was nowt to li'Ie Hartley. Li'le Hartley was a philosopher, 
yon see ; Wudsworth was a poet, Ter'ble girt difference 
betwixt them two ways, ye kna.' I asked whether he had 
ever found that poems of Mr Wordsworth were read in the 
cottages, whether he had read them himself. ' Well, you 
see, blessed bam, there's pomes and pomes, and WuJsworth's 
waa not for sich as us, I never did see his pomes — not aa 
1 can speak to in any man's house in these parts, but,' he 
added, ' ye kna there's bits in the paapera fra time to time 
bearing his naame.' 

This unpopularity of Wordsworth's poems among the 
peasantry was strangely corroborated that very same day 
by an old man whom I met on the road, who said he had 
often seen the poet, and had once been present and heard 
him make a long speech, and that was at the laying of the 
foundation of Boys' Schoolroom at Bowness, which wa-s 
built by one Mr Bolton of Storrs HaU. 

On that occasion Mr ' Wudsworth talked long and weel 
enough,' and he remembered that he ' had put a pome he 
had written into a bottle wi' some coins in the hollow of 
the foundation-stone.' 

I asked him whether he had ever seen or read any of the 
poet's works, and he had answered, ' No, not likely ; for 
Wudsworth wasn't a man as wrote on separate bits, saiime 
as Hartley Coleridge, and was niver a frequenter of public- 
houses, or owt of that sort." But he added, ' He waa a good 
writer, he supposed, and he was a man folks thowt a deal 
of in the dale : he was such a well-meaning, decent, quiet 
man.' 

But to return to my host at the public. Wordsworth, in 
his opinion, waa not fond of children, nor animals. He 
would come round the garden, but never ' say nowt' Some- 
times, but this was seldom, he would say, ' Oh ! you're 
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planting peas V or. ' Where are you setting oniona ? ' bst 
only as a master would aak a question of a servant He 
had, he said, never seen bim out of temper once, neither is 
the garden, nor when he was along o' Uiss Dorothy in ha 
invalid chair. But he added, 'What went on in the house 
I can't sjwak to ; ' meaning that as aa outdoor servant he 
had no sufticiently accurate knowledge of the indoor life to 
warrant his speaking of it. Wordswortli waa not an early 
riser, had no particular flower lie was fondest of that he 
could speak to ; never was heard to aing or whistle a time 
in hia life ; there was no two words ahout that, ' though hfl 
bummed a deal ; ' — of this more presently. ^| 

' He was a plain man, plainly dressed, and so was she, jiH 
mun kno. But eh, blessed bam 1 he was fond o' his own 
childer, and fond o' Dorothy, especially when she was faculty 
atrucken, poor thing ; and as for his wife, there was noa two 
words about their being truly companionable ; and Wuda- 
worth was a silent man wiout a doubt, but he was not 
ahoon bein' tender and quite vumstnihU [demonstrative] at 
times in hia own family,' 

I asked about Mr Wordsworth's powers of observatioi 
Had he noticed in his garden walks how he stooped dcw! 
and took this or that flower, or smelt this or that herb] 
(I have heard since that the poet's sense of smell 
limited.) ' Na, he wadna speak to that, but Mr Wudswort 
was what you might call a vara practical-eyed man, a i 
as seemed to see aw that was stirrin'.' 

Perhaps the most interesting bit of information I obtained 
before our pleasant chat was at an end, was a description 
of the way in which the poet composed on the grass terrace 
at Rydal Mount. " Eh ! blessed bam," my informant 
continued, ' I think I can see him at it now. He was 
ter'ble thrang with visitors and folks, you mun 
times, but if he could git away from them for a e 
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traa out upon his gres walk; and then he would aet 
his head a bit forward, and put his hands behint his back. 
And then he would start a bumming, and it was bum, bum, 
bum, atop ; then bum, bum, bum reel down till t'other end, 
and then he'd set down and git a bit o' paper out and write 
bit ; and then he git up, and bum, bum, bum, and goa on 
bumming for long enough right down and back t^ean. I 
suppose, ye kna, the bumming helped him out a bit. 
However, hia lips was always goan' whoale time he was 
upon the gres walk. He was a kind mon, there's no two 
words about that : if any one was sick i' the plaace, he 
wad be off to see til 'em.' 

And ao ended ray Easter Monday talk with the poet's 
quondam gardener's boy, the now typical beerhouse keeper, 
who is half pleased, half proud, to remember his old master 
in such service as he rendered Mm, in the days when it was 
judged that to keep a boy out of mischief and from bad com- 
pany, it was advisable to get him a place at Rydal Mount. 

I must ask you next to take a aeat with me in a waller's 
cottage. If tea and bread and butter is offered, you had 
better take it also, it is almost sure to be pressed upon you, 
end it is of the best. I will be interrogator, only by way of 
introduction saying, that our host is a splendid type of 
the real Westmoreland gentleman labourer, who was in his 
days a wrestler too, and whose occupation at the building 
of Fixchow and Fiddler's Farm in the Rydal Valley, often 
allowed him to see the poet in old times. 

' Well, George, what aort o' a man in personal appearance 
was Mr Wordswortli? ' 

* He was what you might ca' a ugly man, — mak of John 
Eigg raiich, — much about same height, 6 feet or 6 feet 2, — 
smaller, but deal rougher iu the face.' 

I knew John Rigg by sight, and can fancy from the 
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pictures of the poet that the likeness is striking m I 
hrovf and profile. 

■ But he was,' continued George, ' numbledj in l' kne^^ 
walked numbledy, ye kna, hut thnt might o' wussened with 
age.* In George's mind age accounted for most of llie 
peculiarities he had noticed in the poet, but Geoi^'s 
memory could go back fifty years, and he ought to hare 
rememhereJ Wordsworth as hale and hearty. ' He woni't 
a man as said a deal to common folk. But he talked s 
deal to hissen. I often seead bis lips a gaain', and he'd 
a deal o' mumblin' to hissel, and 'ud stop short and be a 
lookin' down upo' tlie ground, as if he was in a thinkiii' 
waay. But that might ha' growed on him wi' age, an' aw, 
ye kna.' 

How true, thought I, must have been the poet's 
ledge of himself I 



But who is he, with modest looks, 
Am) clad in sober russet brownl 

!ar he running brooks 
r thsD their ofrn. 



et's kno^^H 



He is retired aa noontide dew, 
Or founUia in a tiooii.da7 groTe. 

And indeed, in all the reminiscences I have obtained among 
the peasantry, these lines force themselves upon one as 
corroborated by their evidence. 

' Ho ' [Mr Wordsworth], continued Geoige, ' was a deal 
upo' the road, would goa most days to L'Ambleside in hia 
cloak and imibrella, and in later times folks would st 
and gaum to sec him pass, not that we thowt much to 
hereabouts, but they was straiingers, ye sea' 

It is curious, though natural, perhaps, to find a sort of 
disbelief among the natives in the poet's greatness, owing 
somewhat to the fact that it ' was straiingers as set such 
store by him,' They distrust strangers still, almost as 
much as they did in old Border*times. 
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But the secret of Wordsworth's unpopularity with the 
d&lesmeQ aeems to have been that he was shy and retired, 

id not one who mixed freely or talked much with 

lesL 

' We woz,' said Geoi^e, ' noan of us very fond on 'im ; 
«h, dear I quite a different man from li'la Hartley. He 
Wozn't a man as was very compannable, ye kna. He was 
es and mortar, though,' he added. ' It was in 
'48, year of revolution, one Frost, they ca'd him rebellious 
(Monmouth), and a domeut in Ireland. I mind we was at 
wuk at Fiddler's Farm, and Muster Wudsworth 'ud come 
down most days, and he sed " it sud be ca'fed Model Farm," 
and so it was.' 

Speaking of Fox How, he said, 'He and the Doctor 
[Doctor Arnold], you've happen heard tell o' the Doctor, — 
well, he and the Doctor was much i' one another's com- 
pany ; and Wudsworth was a great un for chimleys, had 
summut to say in the making of a deal of 'em hereabout 
There was 'most all the chiraleys Eydal way built after his 
mind. I 'member he and the Doctor had great arguments 
about the chimleys time we was building Fox How, and 
Wudsworth sed he liked a bit o' colour in 'em. And that 
the chimley coigns sud be natural headed and natural 
, a little red and a little yallar. For there is a bit 
of colour in the quarry stone up Easedale way. And hefed a 
great fancy an' aw for chimleys square up hauf way, and 
round the t'other. And so we built 'em that how.' It 
was amusing to find that the house chimney-stacks up 
Eydal way are in truth so many breathing monuments of 
the bard. The man who, with his face to the Continent, 
passed in that sunny pure July morn of 1803 over West- 
minster Bridge, and noticed with joy the smokeless air, 
rejoiced also to sit ' without emotion, hope, or aim, by bis 
half-kltchen and half-parlour fire ' at Town End, and 
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wherever he went seems to have noted with an eje cJ 

love 

The UDok« forth issoing whence and how it maj'. 
Like wrentha of vapour without stain or blot. 

But if from the highland huts he had observed how inter- 
mittently the blue smoke-curia rose and fell, he was most 
pleased to watch on a atill day the tremulous upward }»llaa 
of smoke that rose from the cottages of his native dala hi 
his Guide to the Laka (p. 44) Wordsworth has said, "The 
singular beauty of the chimneys will not escape the eye of 
the attentive traveller. The low square quadraugiilar form 
is often aurmouuted by a tall cylinder, giving to the cotUge 
chimney the most beautiful shape that is ever seen. Nor 
will it be too fanciful or refined to remark that there ia a 
pleasing harmony between a tall chimney of this circular 
form and the living colojun of smoke ascending from it 
through the still air." 

And my friend George's memory of Mr Wordsworth's 
dictum about the need of having the chimney coign ' natural 
headed and natural bedded, a little red and a httle yallar," 
is again found to be true to the life from a passage in 
the same (htide to the Lakes (p. 60), in which the poet, 
after stating that tlie principle that ought to determine the 
position, size, and architecture of a house (viz., that it should 
be 80 constructed as to admit of being incorporated into the 
scenery of nature) should also determine its colour, goes on 
to say ■ that since the cliief defect of colour in the Lake 
country is an over-prevalence of bluish tint, to counteract 
this the colour of houses should be of a warmer tone than 
the native rock allows ; ' and adds, ' But where the cold blue 
tint of the rocks is enriched by an iron tinge, the colours 
cannot be too closely imitated, and will be produced of it- 
self by the stones Jiewn from the adjoining quarry.' How 
beautiful the colouring of the Rydal quarry stone is, and 
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how dutifully the son of the poet carried out bis father's will 
in bis recent rebuilding of a family resideace near Foxhow, 
may be judged by oU who glance at the cyUudrical chimneys, 
or look at the natural material that forms the panels of the 
porch of the ' Stepping-Stones ' under Loughrij^. 

I rose to go, but George detained me. For he was proud 
to remember that upon one occasion ' Mr Wudsworth had 
warmly watched him as he put forth his feats of strength 
in the wrestling ring at Ambleside, ' in the'churchyeard, day 
after fair, forty or fifty years ago,' and had passed a remark 
upon htm. It was in the days ' when folk wxustled for 
nowt no more than a bit of leather strap.* And George had 
' coomed to pic,' as the saying ia, and after ' coming again' 
one man and throwing him, and another and throwing him,' 
was last man in against a noted wrestler, one Tom Chapman. 
He had agreed for one fall. Mi- Wordsworth was ' a-lookin' 
on.' George and his antagonist ' corned ' together, and 
Chapman fell. * And I 'meml>er that I was more pleased 
with Mr Wudsworth's word than wi' the strap {or belt), for 
folks telt me that he kep' a saj-ing, " He must be a powerful 
young man that. He must be a strong young man." ' 

So ends our chat with honest George, the waller. We will 
next interview a man who at one time, for more than eleven 
years, saw Wordsworth almost daily. This was in the days 
that Hartley Coleridge lived at the Nab Cottage, or, as our 
biend puts it (with a touch of menagerie suggestion in it), 
'i' the daays when he kep' li'le Hartley at the Nab,' — for 
our friend was Coleridge's landlord. I had considerable 
ditEculty here, as in almost all my interviews with the good 
folk, of keeping to the object or subject in' hand. For li'le 
Hartley's ghost was always coming to the front. ' Naay, 
naay, I cannot say a deal to that, but ye kna li'le Hartley 
would do so-and-sa Li'le Hartley was the man for them. 
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If it bad been Hartley, now, I could ha' told joti a ieS.' 
And so on. 

But in this particular instance my difficulty was trebled, 
for my friend evidently nursed the idea that Wordsworth 
bad got most of ' his poetry out of Hartley," and had in 
return dealt very hardly with him, in the matter of admonish- 
ment and advice, while at the same time Mrs Wordsworth, 
in her capacity of common-sense accountant, with a strict 
dislike to wasteful expenditure or indiscriminate charity, bad 
left something of bitter in his cup of Bydal Mount memories ; 
and the old man would gladly enough pass over a Words- 
worth leaflet for a folio page of li'le Hartley, But he loo 
would be true in his speech, and would speak as he ' kna'ed,' 
neither more nor less. In his judgment Mr Wordsworth 
was a ' plainish-faaced man, but a tine man, tall and leiah 
{active), and almost always upo' the road. He wasn't a man 
of many words, would walk by you times enuff wi'out sayin' 
owt, specially when he was i' study. He was always a-study- 
iug, and you might see his lips a-goin' as he went along the 
road. He did most of his study upo' the road. I suppose,' 
he added, ' he was a cleverish man, but he wasn't set much 
count of by noan of us. He lent Hartley a deal of his I 
it's certain, but Hartley helped him a deal, I understand, d 
best part of his poems for him, ao the sayin' is,' 

'He would come often in the afternoon and have i 
at the Nab, and would go out with Hartley takin' him I 
t' arm for long eneuch. And when Hartley was laid by f 
the last. Muster Wudswortb com down every day to see li 
and took communion wi' hitTi at the last/ 

' Then Mr Wordsworth and Hartley Coleridge were £ 
friends ? ' I asked. 

' Na na, I doant think li'le Hartley ever set much by h 
never was very friendly, I doubt. Ye see, he [Mr Words- 
worth] was so hard upon him, so very hard upon him, giv' 
him so much hard preaaching about his waaya,' ^M 
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Well, but Mrs Wordsworth was kind to Hartley ? ' I 
said. ' Happen she was, but I never see it. She was ' [and 
the old man spoke very deliberately, as if this was the 
firmest conviction of his life]. — ' she was very on-pleasant, 
ivery on-pleasant indeed. A close-fisted woman, that's what 
ahe was.' But further inquiry elicited the reason of this 
^Tsonal dislike to the poet's wife, and a narrative of it will 
probably win a public verdict for the lady of Rydal Mount, 
with damages for libel against the man who so faithfully 
kep' li'ie Hartly at the Nab, and so made his lodger's 
wrongs his own. 

' Well, you see," he continued gravely, ' I remember oncst 
'I went up to the Mount to ask for sattlement of account, 
for Mrs Wudsworth paid for Hartley's keep, time he lodged 
,at the Nab, and I had fifteen shillings i' the book against 
Coleridge for moneys I'd lent him different Limes. And she 
was very awkward and on-pleasant and wouldn't sattle, ye 
kna, for she thowt that Hartley had been drinkin' wi' it. 
But,' he added, ' howiver, I wrote to his mother as lived in 
London, and she wrote to me and telt me I was to lend a 
shilling or two as Hartley wanted it, and arter that she 
Battled wi' me for his lodgment hersel', but Mrs Wudsworth 
was very on-pleasant.' 

I was glad to change a subject that so distressed him, 
and asked how the poet was generally dressed, and of his 
habits. ' Wudsworth wore a Jem Crow, never seed him in 
a boxer in my life, — a Jem Crow and an old blue cloak was 
his rig, and as for his habits, he had noan, niver knew him 
■with a pot i' his hand, or a pipe i' his moutL But,' cou- 
tinued he, ' he was a great skater for a' that ' — (I didn't see 
the connection of ideas — pipes and beer don't generally 
make for good skating), — ' noan better in these parts — why, 
he could cut his own naiirae upo' the ice, could Mr 
Wudsworth.' 



856 LIFE OF WORDSWORTH. 

Before rising to go, I asked, ' Wliich roads were iht 
favourites of the poet ? ' 

' Well, well, he was ter'ble fond of going along nnder 
Longhri^ and over by Itedbant, but he was niver nowt of 
a mountaineer, always kep' upo' the road,' 

This was a bit of news I had not expected, but we wiH 
bear it in mind and test its truth in future conveTsatJons 
with the poet's peasant contemporaries. 

Our next talk shall be with one of the most well- 
informed of the Westmoreland builders, and I am indebted 
to Wordsworth's love of skating for an introduction to 
Iiim. For making inquiries as to this pastime of the poel, 
I had chanced to hear how that Wordsworth had gone on 
ono occasion to figure a bit by himself upon the White 
Moss tarn. How that a predecessor of my friend the 
builder who lived near White Moss tarn had sent a boy to 
sweep the snow from the ice for him, and how that when 
the boy returned from hia labour he had asked him, ' Wdl, 
did Mr Wudsworth gie ye owt t ' and how that the boy 
a grin of content from ear to ear had rejoined, ' Na, buti 
seed him tummie though ! ' 

I determined to seek out the builder and have the story 
first-hand, and was well repaid ; for I heard something of 
the poet's gentle ways that was better than the grotesquely 
humorous answer of the boy who saw him faU. 

The poet's skate had caught on a stone wheo he was in full 
awing, aud he came with a crash on to the ice that starred the 
tarn, and the lad, who had thought ' the tummie ' a fair ex- 
change for no pay, had been impressed with the quiet way 
in wldch Wordswoi-th had borne his falL ' He didn't swear 
nor say nowt, but be just sot up and said, ' Eh, boy, that 
a bad fall, wasn't it ? ' And now we are walking aloj 
briskly towards Grisedale, with the recounter of the story; 
' Kna Wudsworth 1 I kent him weel, — why, he tai 
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ime and William Brown to skate. He was a ter'ble girt 
■.skater, was Wudsworth now ; and he would put one band i' 
ihia breast (he wore a frill shirt i' them days), and t' other 
liiand i' his waistband, same as shepherds does to keep their 
■ hands warm, and he would stand up straight and sway and 
lawing away grandly.' 

' "Was he fond of any other pastime ? ' I asked. 
' Nay, nay, lie was over feckless i' his hands, I never seed 
lim at feasts, or wrestling, lie hadn't owt of Christopher 
I Wilson in him. Niwer was on wheek in his life, and wud 
liatherly ha' been a tailor upon horseback happen, but he 
a gay good un upon the ice, wonderful to see, could 
|<cat his name upon it, I've heard tell, but never seed him 
I do it' 

So that the rapture of the time when aa a boy on 
I Eathwaite's frozen lake Wordsworth had 
. . . wheeled ftbout, 
Prond and eiulting like an untired horae 
That cares not for his home, &11 shod with steel. 
Had hissed along the polished ice, 

I was continued into manliood'a later day ; and here was 
proof that the skill which the poet had gained, when 



Not seldom from the uproar he retired. 
Into a silent bay, or sportively 
Glanced aideway, leaving the tumnltuoui 
To cut acroaa the reflex of a atar, 



thi'ong 



L was of such a kind as to astonish the natives among whom 
|. he dwelt 

My friend had known Wordsworth well, and what was 

\ better; knew his poems too. ' Here,' said he, ' is the very 

L spot where Wudsworth saw Barbara feeding her pet lamb, 

t you'll happen have read it i' the book. She telt me herself, 

1 was mending up the cottage there at the time. Eh, she 

was a bonny lass ! tliey were a fine family all the lot of 

Lewthwaites. Slie went lang sin and left, but she telt me 
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the spot wi' her own lips.' As I peered through the h( 
ijpoa the high-raised field at my right, I remembered 
Barbara Lewthwaite's lipa were for ever silent now, and 
called how I had heard from the pastor of a far-away parish 
that he had been asked by a very refined-looking handsome 
woman, on her deathbed, to read over to her and to her 
husband the poem of 7^6 Pet Lamb, and how she had said 
at the end, ' That was written about me. Mr Wordsworth, 
often spoke to me, and patted my head when I was a 
and had added with a sigh, ' Eh, but he was such a 
kind old man.' We passed on in silence till we were near 
' Boon beck,' and opposite Greenhead ghyll. ' That,' said 
my companion, ' is a cottage as we used to ca' i' these parts 
Village Clock. One, — I 'a' forgotten his name, a 8hep 
lived here, and i' winter days folks from far enough round 
would saay, " Is leet out i' sbep's cottage ? tlien you maj 
wind the clock and cover the fire " (for you kna matcl 
was scarce and coal to fetch in them days); and of 
morning, " Is leet i' winder ? is shop stirriu' ? then yon" 
muuna lig no longer," we used to saay.' My friend did not 
know that this too was iu the book, as he called it, — that 
Wordsworth had described ' the cottage on a spot of risu 
ground,' 
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And from its conatant light, so regular 

And BO far seeu, tLe House itself, by all 

Who dwelt withia the limita of the vale, 

Both old and jroung, waa oiUDed the ETeaiag Star. 



W Onward we trudged, entered the pastures leading to t 

I Grasmere Common that stretches up to the Grisedale Paa 

I there sat, and had a talk as follows, the Tongue Ghyll 1: 

I murmuring among the budding trees at our feet :— 
B ' Why, why, Wwdsworth never said much to folk, quit^ 

I different from li'le Hartley, as knawed the insides of cott 

L for miles round, and was welcome at 'em alL He was d 
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hmt, ye may aaiiy, varra distant. He was not maade mucli 
count of at first either in this country, but efter a time folks 
began to tab' his advice, ye kna, about trees, and plantin', 
and cuttin', and buildin' chimleys, and that sort o' thing. 
He had his saiiy at most of the houses in these parts, and 

a very partic'lar fond of round chimleys.' 

It was delicious this description of the path to fame 
BUiong his countrymen the poet had taken, but my friend 
explained himself as he went on : — 

Te see, he was one as kept his head dan and eyes upo' 
the ground a deal, and mumbling to himself ; but why, why, 
he 'ud never pass folks draining, or dit<?hing, or walling a 
cottage, but what he'd stop and say, " Eh dear, but it's a 
pity to move that stoan, and doant ya think ya might leave 
that tree ? " • I 'member there was a walling chap just' 
going to shoot a girt stoon to bits wi' powder in the grounds 
at Rydal, and he came up and saaved it, and wrote summat 
on it.' 

But what was his reason,' I asked, ' for stopping the 
irallers or ditchers, or tree-cutters, at their work ? ' 

Well, well, he couldn't abear to see faace o' things 
altered,* ye kna. It was all along of him that Grasmere 
folks have their Common open. Ye may ga now reet up 
to sky over Grisedale, wi'out laying leg to fence, and all 
through him. He said it was a pity to enclose it and run 
valla over it, and the q^uality hacked him, and he won. 
Folks was angry enough, and wrote rhymes about it ; but 
why, why, it's a deal pleasanter for them as walks up 
Grisedale, ye kna, let aloan rights of foddering and goosage 
for freemen in Grasmere.' 

' But Mr Wordsworth was a great critic at trees. I've 

' ThoBO who mtty chaooe to Iib»b read the letter Wordsworth wrote to 
ths local paper. wIieD he heard the news of tho first railway Lnvaaiou of the 
Like diitriot, will notice how acouralel]' true tbi> piece of teatiman; i>. 



LIFE OF WORDSWORTH. 



1 him many • time lig o' Im back for long eneiu^ to fl 
a branch or a tree sad ga or not. 1 
uUiliDg KelbaiTCT for Miss S , an 

lUst git to kna Wgnlsworth's 'pinton. So I went oop to 

1 as he came i' t' wady, and he said, " Aj, aj, btuldiDg 
wad do, and site wad, but it's very bare, very bare." 

' I mind another time I nas building bouse abotm Town 
End, with a lock of trees and planting roond, and he said to 
me, "Well, well, you're fifty years in advance here:" 
he meant it was grawed up well 

' And I remember once upon a time at Hunting Stil^^ 
thereaway he coomed up. " Now, Mr Wudsworth, 1 
will it goa ? " I said. He nnswered me, " It 11 do ; 
where are the trees 1 " and I said, " Oh, it's weel enuff i 
trees, it nobbut wants its whiskers." " How so ? " said 1 
*' Why, it's a young 'on," I said, " and we doant b hiii»lj| 
young 'un for not having its hair upo' its faace." 
laughed, and lie said, " Very good, a very good sa^ 
true, very true," But he was ter'ble jealous ' 
buildings.' 

' As for Mrs Wudsworth, why, why, ahe was a very plai 
woman, plainest i' these parts, and she was a manasher a 
aw, and kep* accounts. For ye kna lie never knowed abonl 
sich things, neither what he had nor what he spent' 

As we rose to continue our climb, my friend looked i 
the trees in the little stream-bed below us, and said, ' In t 
days there was a deal of wild fruit in these parts. We h 
toffee feasts i' winter, and cherry feasts i' summer, — quite b 
gatherings at cherry feasts.' 

' Did you ever see Wordsworth at one ? ' 

' Niver, he only follered one amusement : that was skatii 
as I telt ye.' 

' Had he any particular friends among the shepherds ? ' I 
asked. 
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Na, na, not as ever I kent or heard of ; but he wozn't » 
mountaineer, was moastly down below upo' the road.' 

But what was his favourite road ? ' 

Oh, round by Grasmere and Red Bank and hoam again, 
without a doubt He 'ud go twice i' the day round by Mr 
Barber's there. He was a girt walker round there, and 
"most as girt a eater. Why, why, he 'ud git breakfast at 
haitnie, poddiali or what not, and then come wi' Miss Wuds- 
worth round lake to Mr Barber's, and fall in wi' them, and 
then off and round again, and be at Barber's at tea-time, 
and supper up again before going haiime. And as for her, 
why Miss Wudsworth, she 'ud often coom into back kitchen 
and ask for a bit of oatcake and butter. She was fond of 
ke, and butter till it, fit to steal it a'raost. Why, why, 
but she was a ter'ble clever woman, was that She did as 
much of his potry as he did, and went completely o£f it at 
the latter end wi' studying it, I suppose. It's a very strange 
thing, now, that studying didn't run on in the family.' 

It was, I thought, a little hard to expect that the poet 
should have handed on the torch, or to speak with dis- 
respect of his sons because tliey only thought in prose. 
But it was evidence in my friend, at least, of a profound 
belief in the genius of the Eydal poet and tree-and-build- 
ing critic of old days. And it would have been a guess 
shrewdly made that it was Wordsworth's bi-otherbood with 
him, in the interests of his builder life, and jealous care for 
architecture in the vales, that had made the bond so strong 
and the belief in the poet so great, and exclusive. We 
descended into the valley, took tea together at the Swan 
Inn, and chatted on : now learning that Wordsworth was a 
regular attendant at Grasmere Church, now that he would 
often in church-time be like a dazed man, — forget to stand 
up and sit down, turn right round and stare vacantly at the 
congregation. ' But I remember one time partic'lar, when 



862 LIFK OF WORDSWORTH. 

he and Hartley and I coomed out of the church tt^Aer. 
I said, " What did you tlilnk of the sermon, Mr Wuds- 
worth ? " and he answered me, " Oh, it was very good, and 
very plain;" and I said, "Saame here, Mr Wudsworth;" 
and li'le Hartley put his head on one side, and squeaked 
out, " Oh, did ye think it was good ? well, well, I was in 
pui;gatory the whole time." ' 

The etars were overhead as we left all that waa left — and 
that waa little enough — of our cosy evening meal ; and, 
bidding good-night I went home, with more Wordsworth 
memories to keep me company. 
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It was by happy accident that I was enabled to ha^ 
chat with one of the beat types of our haU-farmer half hoteF" 
keeper, only a few days before he left the Rydal neighlxiur- 
hood for good, after a sojourn of sixty-five years therein. 
We met at the house of a friend where he had been to pay 
his last rent due, and as I entered the room I was conscious 
of a be-whiskied conversationally aromatic air that boded 
well for a ' reet '-down good crack. 

' Kna Wudsworth ! I sud kna him, if any man sud, for 
as a lad I carried buttber to the Mount, as a growing man I 
lived and worked in sight of him , and I lig now upon the 
vara bed-stocks as he and his missus ligged on when thei 
were first wed, and went to Town End thereaway.' 

' Now tell me, what was the poet like in face and 

' Well in mak he was listyish. I dar say I cud gee 
four inches, now I auddent wonder but what I could, mysen.' 
My informant stood about six feet four, or four and a half. 
' He was much to look at like his son William ; he was a 
listy man was his son, mind ye. But for a* he was a size- 
able man, waa the father, he was plainisb featured, and was 
a man as had no pleasure in his faace. Quite different 
Wudsworth was from li'le Hartley. Hartley always had a 
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tit of smile or a twinkle in his Eaace, but Wudsworth was 
not lovable in the faace by noa means, for a' he was sizeable 
man, mind ye.' 

' But,' I interrupted, ' was he not much like your friend 
John Rigg in face ? ' 

He might bea, saam mak, ye kna, much about; but, 
John Eigg he's a bit pleasant in his faace at wust o' times, 
and "Wudswortb, bless ye, never had noan.' 

Was he,' I said, ' a sociable laan, Mr Wordsworth, in 
the earliest times you can remember ? ' 

Wudsworth,' my kindly giant replied, " for a' he had uoa 
pride nor iiowt, was a man who was quite one to hisael', ye 
kna. He was not a man as folks could crack wi', nor not a 
man as could crack wi' folks. But there was another thing 
as kep* folks off, be had a ter'ble girt deep voice, and ye 
might see his faace agaan for long enuff. I've knoan folks, 
village lads and lasses, coming over by old road above which 
runs from Grasmere to Eydal, flayt a'most to death tliere by 
Wishing Gaate to hear the girt voice a groanin' and mutterin' 
and tliunderin' of a still evening. And he had a way of 
fltandin' quite still by the rock there in t' path under Rydal, 
and folks could hear sounds like a wild beast coming from 
the rocks, and childer were scared fit to be deiid a'most.' 

' He was a great walker, I know,' I broke in. ' Which 
were his favourite roads ? and was he generally ou the hills, 
or did he keep pretty much to the valleys ? ' 

' He was a gay good walker, and for a' he had latterly a 
pony and phaeton, I never once seed bhn in a conveyance 
in whole of my time. But be was never a mountain-man, 
He wud gae a deal by Pelter-bridge and round by Red 
Bank, but he was most ter'ble fond of under Nab, and by 
old high toad to Swan Inn and back, and very often came 
as far as Dungeon Ghyll. You've happen beerd tell of 
Dungeon Ghyll ; it was a vara favourite spot o' Wuda- 
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vofftfa'^ Bov, «aa thst, and 1m oost made some potjj al 
a hmb u feD orer. And I dar saj it was tme eonff o' 
like Ajma, and je kna tbej mis pat in to help it oaf 

For tbe Ule ol me, as he spoke, I didn't ondeistsiid 
vfaetlwr he BMant that the ihTmes fished the Iamb oat of 
the DuBgeoB G^n pool, or hdped the poet ont with hit 
vcnea^ bat I snppraaed a smile and listened atteotivelj^. 

* Bat kr a' be w«s a distant man, they was well spoke of, 
miad y% at the Moant,' contiitiMd my volable friend ' Thej- 
atood U^ and he was a man, as paid lu3 way and settW 
Tum R^lar ; not that his potiy brooght him in much, a 
vssn't made op in books till after he was dead. Ay, 
they hved wed. Maay's the time, when I was a lad, I 
wi' butter. I eoold ha' been weel content to be let aloan 
for a Irit in pantiy. Tidng things there, mind ye. And 
they kep' three serrants. I kent cook and housemaid weel, 
and one they ca'ed Dixon, smart little chap as ever was seen 
in these parts, terljle given over to cold water and temper- 
ance — he woz. Coomed out of a " onion," but vara m 
and always a word for anybody, and a vara quiet 
portic'laT quiet, never up to no mischief, and always sat 
hoam wi' the lasses a mending and sewing o' eveniogs, 

I didn't know, but gnessed at once the sort of aim] 
stay-at-home ways and happy-family style of quiet domi 
service, known to the circle of maidens, who, after thi 
day's work, sat with their needles and thread entei 
the guileless Dixon- 

' And wljat is your memory of Mrs Wordsworth ? 

' Well, every Jack mun have his Jen, as the sayin' is, and 

they was much of a mak. She was a stiff little lady, nothin" 

very pleasant in her countenance neither,' I soon found_ 

oat that the word unpleasant was beiug used in a doi 

1, and was intended to convey rather an over-serii 
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dess of expression perhaps than any disagreeable look or ill- 
pered face. ' Ye're weel awar',' contiiiued the former 
hostel-keeper, ' that we mun a' hev troubles, times is not a' 
alike wi' best of ua ; we have our worrits and our pets, but 
efter one on 'em, yan's countenance comes again, and Wuds- 
worth's didn't, nor noan o' the family's, as I ever see.' 

' Did you ever see Mr Wordsworth out walking — round 
Pelter-bridge way ? ' 

' Ay, ay, scores and scores o' times. But he was a lonely 
man, fond o' goin' out wi' his family, and saying nowt to 
Doan of 'em. When a man goes in a family way he keeps 
togither wi' 'em and chata a bit wi' 'em, bnt many's a time 
I've seed him a takin' his family out in a string, and never 
geein' the deariest bit of notice to 'em ; staudin' by hissel' 
and stoppin' behind agapin', wi' his jaws workin' the whoal 
time ; but niver no cracking wi' 'em, nor no pleasure in 'em, 
— a desolate-minded man, ye kna. Queer thing that, mun, 
but it was his hobby, ye kna. It was potry as did it. We 
all have our hobbies — some for huntin", some cardin', some 
fisliin", some wrestlin". He niver followed nowt nobbut a 
bit o' skating, happen. Eh, lie was fond of going on in 
danger times ; — he was always first on the Rydal, however ; 
but his hobby, ye mun kna, was potry. It was a queer 
thing, but it would like enough cause him to be desolate ; 
and Pse often thowt that his brain was that fu' of sic stuff, 
that he was forced to be always at it whether or no, wet or 
feir, mumbling to hissel' along the roads.' 

' Do you think,' I asked, ' that he had any friends among 
the shepherds ? ' 

' Naay, naay, he cared nowt about folk, nor sheep, nor 
dogs (he had a girt fine one, weighed nine stone, to guard 
the house) not no more than he did about claes he had on 

■his hobby was potry.' 

' How did he generally dresa ? ' 
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' Well, in my time them swaller-lappeted ones were f 
v(^e, but he kep' to all-round plain stuff, and I remember 
had a cap wi' a neb to it He wore that most days.' 

' Did yoii ever read his poetry, or see any books about in 
the fann-houaes ? ' I asked. 

' Ay, ay, time or two. Bat ya're weel aware there's potry 
and potry. There's potry wi' a li'le bit pleasant in it, and 
potry sic as a. man can laugh at or the childer understand, 
and some as takes a deal of mastery to make out what's 
said, and a deal of Wudsworth'a was this sort, ye kna. Yon 
could t«ll fra the man's faace his potry would niver have no 
laugh in it 

' His potry was quite different work from li'le Hartley. 
Hartley 'ud goa running along beside o' the brooks and 
mak his, and goa in the first oppen door and write what he 
had got upo" paper. But Wudsworth's potry was real harO 
stuff, and bided a deal o' mokking, and he'd keep it in his 
head for long enough. Eh, but it's queer, mon, different 
ways folks hes of making potry now. Folks goes a deal to 
see where he's interred ; but for my part I'd walk twice 
distance over Fells to see where Hartley lies. Not but 
what Mr Wudsworth didn't stand verj' high, and was a 
well-spoken man enough, but quite one to himself. Well, 
well, good-day.' And so we rose to go ; he to his farm, 
to my note-book, 



I pass over sundry interviews of minor import, am 
will detail as accurately as I can the result of several 
conversations witli one who as a boy lived as page, or 
butler's assistant, at Rydal Mount, and now himself in total 
eclipse (for he is blind) delights to handle, and show with 
pride the massy old-fashioned square glazed hand-lantern, 
that lighted his master the poet on his favourite evening 
I walks. 
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We go through Ambleside to reach hia house, and call for 
i moment at the shop of a man for whom on his wedding- 
■day Hartley Coleridge wrote the touching sonnet in which 
'he describes himself as 

Untimely old, irreverendly grey, 

he will tell us that Mr Wordsworth was not a man of 
Tery outgoing ways with folk, a plain man, and a very austere 
man, and one who was ponderous in bis speech. That he 
called very often at hia shop, and would talk, ' but not about 
much," just passing the day. He will tell us that Mrs 
Wordsworth was a very plain-faced lady, but will add that, 
for all that, Mr Wordsworth and she were very fond of 
<nie another.' 

There is, aa one woidd expect, a sort of general feeling 
among the dalesmen that it was rather a strange tiling that 
two people so austere and uncomely in mere line of feature 
or figure should be so much in love, and so gentle and 
considerate in their lives. I say as we should expect, for 
the men of Lakeland and the women of Lakeland are 
notably comely, their features notably regular. I do not 
myself know of a single instance of a really ugly married 
woman among the peasants that I have met with in West- 
moreland. But at the same time we must remember that 
the word ' plain,' whether applied to dress or feature in 
Westmoreland, means for the most part simple, homely, 
unpretending, unassuming, and is often a term of honour 
rather than dispraise. 

We shall, perhaps, as we near the village where our blind 
friend lives, meet with an old man who will tell us that he 
helped to bear both the poet aud lus wife to the grave, but 
he will add that he was not ' over weel acquent wi' 'em, 
though he knas the room they both died in,' and that the 
time he saw most of the poet was the occasion when he con- 
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Adelaide ' to see the Rjdal Falls, and ftll 



We liave got to the end of our walk, and, here, picking 
his way by meaus of his trusty sounding-staff backn-ards ami 
forwards in the sunsliine be feels, but cannot see, is the old 
man, or rather old gentleman who in former times ' took 
sarvice along of Mr Wudsworth," and was ' so weU pleo^ 
with his master that he could vara well have ended his days 
at the MouDt,' but found it was over quiet, and, wanting to 
see the world beyoud the charmed circle of the hills, left a 
good place, but not before he had formed hia opinion of 
both master and mistress, and obtained indelible impres- 
sions of their several personahties, and had conceived along 
with these an afTection for them which glows in his words 
as lie talks to us of them. ' Mr Wudsworth v/aa a plain- 
faced man, and a mean Uver.' The description, as I hinted 
formerly, would have sta^ered a philo- Words worthian 
unaccustomed to the native dialect. ' But he was a good 
master and kmd man ; and as for Mrs Wordsworth, she 
was a downright clever woman, as kep' accounts, and was 
a reg'lar manasher. He never know'd, bless ye, what 1 
had, nor what he was worth, nor whether there was owt i 
eat in the house, never." 

' But you say," I interposed, ' that he didn't care i 
whether there was or was not food in the house.' 

' Nay, nay, Wudsworth was a man as was fond of a j 
dinner at times, if you could get Iiim to it, that was t' jod 
not but what he was a very temperate man i' all things, i 
but they was all on 'em mean livers, and in a plain way. 
was poiTidge for breakfast, and a bit of mutton to dinna 
and porridge at night, with a bit of cheese, happen, to e 
up wi'.' 

' You said it was hard to get htm to his meals : wh&t i 
you mean ? ' I asked. 
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' Weel, weel, it was study as was his delight : he waa a' 
for Btudy ; and Mrs Wudsworth would say, " Ring the bell," 
but he wouldn't stir, bless ye. " Goa and see what he's 
doing," she'd say, and we goa up to study door, and hear him 
a mumbling and bumming through it. " Dinner's ready, air," 
I'd ca' out, but he'd goa mumbling on like a deaf man, ya 
see And sometimes Mrs Wudsworth 'ud say, " Goa and 
break a bottle, or let a dish fall just outside door in passage." 
Eh dear, that mostly 'ud bring him out, would that. It was 
only that as wud, however. For ye kna he waa a very care- 
ful mon, and he couldn't do with brekkuig the china.' 

' And was he continually at study in-doors, or did he rise 
early, go out for a walk before breakfast, and study, as I 
have heard, mostly in the open air ? ' I asked. 

My friend answered at once. ' He was always at it, ye 
kna, but it was nowt but what he liked, and not much desk- 
work except when he had a miud to it, Noa, noa, he was 
quite a open-air man, waa Wudsworth : studied a deal upo' 
the roadft. He wasn't particlar fond of gitten up early, but 
did a deal of study after breakfast, and a deal after tea. 
Walked the ronds after dark, he would, a deal, between his 
'tea and supper, and efter. Not a very conversable man, a 
iQumblin' and stoppin', and aeein' nowt nor nobody.' 

And what were hia favourite roada ? ' I asked, in an 
^ocent way. 

Well, be waa veiy partial to going up to Tarn Foot in 
and was fondest o' walking by Red Bank and 
round by Barber's (the little Miss Agar's house), or else 
t'other way about and home by Clappersgate and Brankera, 
Onder Loughrigg. Never waa nowt of a mountaineer, and 
Hiss Dorothy 'companied him. Eh dear, many time I've 
Watdied him coming round wi' lantern and her after a walk 
ly sight. You've heard tell of Miss Dorothy, happen. 
Well, folks said she waa cleverest mon of the two at his 
2a 
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job, and he allaya went to her when he was puzzell 
Dorothy had the wits, tho' she went wrang, ye kna.' 

' Then.' said I, ' Mrs Wordsworth did not help the poet 
in writing liis verses ? ' 

' Naay. nauy. Why, she was a manasher, niver a etudier, 
but for a* that there's no doubt he and she was truly 
companionable, and they was t«r'ble fond of one another. 
But Dorothy lied t' wits on em hoath.' 

' And he was very devoted to his children ? ' I put in. 

' Ay, ay, he was fond of children like enough, but chil- 
dren was niver vara fond o' hini. Ye see he was a man o' 
moods, niver no certainty about liiro ; and I'm not so sure 
lie was fond of other foak's bairns, hut lie was very fond 
of his own, wi'out a doubt.' 

* And was be veiy popular among the folk hereabouts I ' 

' There's no doubt hut what he was fond of quahty, and 
quality was very fond o' him, hut he niver asked folk about 
their work, nor noticed the flocks nor nowt : not but what 
he was a kind man if folks was sick and taen badly. But 
farming, nor beast, nor sheep, uor fields wasn't in liis way, 
he asked no questions about flocks or herds, and was a 
distant man, not what you might call an outward man by 
noa meana And he was very close, very close indeed, from 
curious men. He'd goa t'other side o' road rather 
pass a man as axed questions a deaL' 

It was a mercy, I thought to myself, that no Words' 
Society had invited me to collect and write down the result 
of a cross-question tour in those days. 

' But surely,' I said, ' he had some particular cottage or 
farm wliere he would go and have a crack.' 

' Naay, naay. He would go times or two to farm Dun- 
geon Ghyll way, but he wasn't a man for friends. He had 
some, neiili doubt, in his walk of life ; he was ter'ble frieuds 
with the Doctor (Arnold) and Muster Southey, and Wilson. 
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■of Elieray and Hartley Coleridge. I'se seen him many a 

I'time taking him out arm i' arm for a talking. But he was 

■specially friendly with Professor, I mind one time when we 

mwBS driving, me and Mrs Wudsworth and Miss Wudaworth, 

f to Kendal, and Professor Wilson was superintending making 

o' a bye-road up by Elieray there, and he was in his slippers, 

Nowt wud do but Wudsworth must git down, and fall to 

. talkin', and we went on ; but he didn't come, and Mrs 

1 Wudsworth said, " Ye mun drive on ; he'll pick us up at 

[ Kendal : no knowing what's got him, now Professor is wi' 

' Well, well, she was right. For after putting up at 

I Kendal, who should walk in but Wudsworth and Professor 

b wi'out ony shoes to his feet neather, for Wilson was in his 

[ slippers, and 'ad walk'd hisself to his stockin' feet, and left 

I best part of his stockin' on road an' a", tar enuff before 

they got to Kendal.' 

' But it was strange,' I said again in a suggestive way, 
' that Mr Wordsworth should be so well " acquaint " with 
Professor Wilson, for he was a great cock-fighting and 
wrestling man, was he not, in his day ? ' 

' Ay, ay, biggest hereabout,' my old friend replied. ' It's 
queer, but it was along o' his study, ye kna. Wudsworth 
was never no cock-fighter nor wrestler, no gaming man at 
all, and not a hunter, and as for fishing he hedn't a bit o' 
fish in him, hedn't Wudsworth — not a bit of fish in hioL' 

' I have read in his books,' said I, ' tilings that make 
me feel he was kind to diuub animals.' 

' Naay, naay,' my friend broke in, ' Wudsworth waa no 
dog fancier ; and as for cats, he couldn't abide them ; and 
he didn't care for sheep, or horses, a deal, but if he was 
fond of onything, it was of li'le ponies. He was a man of 
fancies, ye kna. It was a fancy of his. He was fond of 
lile ponies, nivver rode a horse io his life, nivver,' 

' But he went over a deal of ground in his time. Was 
he always on his feet ? ' I said. 
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' He went a deal over more ground nor ever he saw, fat 
he went a deal by night, but he was a man as took notice. 
ye kna, never forgit what be saw, and he went slow," 

• But,' said I, ' how did he cover so much ground; wis 
be never on wheels t ' 

' Ay, ay, wheels, to be sure, he dniv a' times, ye kna. in 
cart. He, and Mrs Wudsworth, and Dorothy and me, we 
went a deal by cart Penrith way, and Borradale and Kl 
wick way, and Langdale way at times.' 

' What sort of a cart ? ' I inquired. 

' Dung cart, to be sure. Just a dung cart, wi' a 
board in front, and bit of bracken in t' bottom, comfortable 
as owt. We cud go that away for days, and far enuff. Ye 
knaw in them days tubs wasn't known. Low-wood was 
nobbut a cottage, and there was never abuv six or seven 
ponies for hiring at Ambleside. Tubs we ca' the covered 
carriages, tubs wasn't known in these parts. But happen 
there was a tub or two at KendaL' 

' And you must have gone precious slowly,' I said. 

'Ay, ay, slow enough, but that was Mr Wudsworth 's 
fancy, and he 'd git in and go along, and then he 'd git down 
into t' road and walk a bit, and mak a bit, and then he git 
oop and hum a bit to himself, and then he stop and have a 
look here and there for a while. He was a n'nn as noticed 
a deal stones and trees, very partic'lar about trees, or a rock 
wi' ony character in it. When they cut down coppy woods 
in these parts they mostly left a bit of the coppy just behint 
wall to hide it for him, he was a girt judge in such things, 
and noticed a deal." 

' And would lie,' I asked, ' tell you as you jogged along 
in the cart, which mountain he was fondest of, or bid you 
look at the sunset ? ' 

' Ay, ay, times he would say, " Now isn't that beautiful ? " 
and times he would hum on to himself. But he wasn't a 
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1 as would give a judgment again' ony mountain. I've 
eard girt folks 'at come to the Mount say, "Now, Mr 
Wudsworth, we want to see finest mountain in t' country,' 
hod lie would say, " Every mountain is finest." Ay, that's 
vhat he would say.' " * 

' But I have been told that his voice was very deep,' I 

* As Mt illustration of the Itut aaevdote, I may quot« Bonis unpublubed 

ea of Wordfiwortli's, written □□ reading a aeatence in tbo Stranger's 

Book at "the Station," on tbe western aide of the lake of Windermere, 

Opposite Boimesa. Tbeb; poetic merit is slight or nil ; but tliey illustrats 

honesty and directneaa of the writer's mind in its attitude to Nature. 

Tbe Stnkiiger'a Book at " the Station " contained the following : — 

Lord and lady Darlingtcn, Lady Vane, Miaa Taylor, and Captain 
Stamp pronounce this Lake anperiar to Lao de Oenove, Lago de Como, 
Lago Moggioro, L'Eau de Zurich, Loch Lomond, Loch Katerine, o: 
Lakea of EiUamey." 

On Heing the above, Wordeworth wrote : — 

My Lord and I^dy Darlington, 

I would not Hpeak in snarling tone [ 

Hor to you, good Lady Vane, 

Would I give one moment's pain j 

Nor Miss Taylor, Captain Stamp, 

Would I your fligbta of memory cramp. 

Yet, having spent a summer's day 

On the green margin of Loch Tay, 

And doubled (ptospect ever bettering) 

The mazy reaches of Loch Kateline. 

And more than once been free at Luas, 

Loch Lomond's lieauUoa to discuss, 

And wished, at least, to hear the blarney 

Of the sly boatman of Killamey, 

And dipped my liand in dancing wave 

OC Eau de Zurich, Lac Gea^ve, 

And bowed to many a major domo 

On stately terraces of Como. 

And seen the Simplou's forehead hoary 

Beclined on Lago Maggiore 

At breathless eventide at rest 

On tbe broad water's placid breast. 

I, not insensible. Heaven knows, 

To all the charms this Station shows. 

Must tell you, Captain, Lord, and Ladies, 

For boneat worth one poet's trade is, 

Tliat yoor praise appears to me 
Folly's own hyperbole. 
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put in, in ft happy-go-lacky way. * Had he a Ion 
now ?' 

' I don't remember he ever laughed in his life, he'd smile 
times or twa Ay, ay, his voice was deep one ; but I re- 
member at family prayers ia t" morning he'd read a bit of 
the Scripture to ua, and he was a very articulate, particTu 
good reader, was Mr Wudsworth, always had family prayer 
in the raoniiag, and went to church wi' prayer-book under 
his arm, very reg'lar once upon the Sunday, he did.' My 
friend added, ' He was q^uite a serious-minded man, and s 
man of moods.' 

Here ended my talk with the old retainer at the Mount. 
But I was not allowed to go off until I had seen and 
handled the old-fashioned candle lantern by which, as my 
kind informant put it, the poet ' did a deal of bis study 
upo' the roads after dark.' 

And 30 must end my plain unvaroished tale. I leave my 
indulgent readers to form their own concluaious ; merely 
su^esting that the collected evidence points to a simple 
plainness and homeliness of Ufe such as remains indelibly 
impressed upon the men of Westmoreland, whose own lives 
are less simple in these latter days, when ostentation and 
vulgar pride of wealth in a class above them have climbed 
the hills and possessed the valleys. 

The testimony of the witnesses I have been fortunate 
enough to bring before you seems to agree in depicting 
Wordsworth as he painted himself, a plain man, continually 
murmuring his undersong as he passed along by brook and 
woodland, pacing the groimd with uplifted eye, but so re- 
tired, tliat even the North country peasant, who does even 
yet recognise the social differences of class and caste that 
separate and divide ' the vmknown little from the unknowing 
great,' was unable to feel at home with him. ' Not a very 
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companioDable man at the best of times ' was their verdict. 
But I think all the while these dalesmen seem to huve felt 
that if the poet was not of much count as a worldly-wise 
farm or sliepherd authority, nor very convivial and free and 
easy as li'le Hartley was, nor very athletic and hearty oa 
Professor Wilson, there was a something in the severe-faced, 
simply habited man ' as said nowt to nobody ' that made 
him head and shoulders above the people, and bade them 
listen and remember when be spoke, if it was only on the 
lopping of a tree or the build of a chimney-stack. ' He 
was a man of a very practical eye, and seemed to see every- 
thing,' was the feeling. 

And turning from the poet to his wife, whilst one can see 
how the household need of economy in early Town End days 
gave her to the last the practical power of household man- 
agement that had almost passed into a proverb, one can see 
also how true was that picture of the 

Being breathing thoughtful breath. 



A perfect woman, cobly planued, 
To warn, to comfort, tuid contmand. 

He never knawed, they say, what he was wuth, nor what 
he had in the house.' She did it alL Then, too, it is 
touching to notice how deep and true the constant love 
between man and wife was seen to be, how truly com- 
panions for life they were, and that, too, in the eyes of a 
class of people who never saw that 

Beauty bom of munauriiig sound 
Had passed into her face, 

and half marvelled that the spirit wed with spirit was so 
marvellously closer than fleshly bond to flesh. 

Upright, the soul of honour, and for that reason standing 
high with all ; just to their servants ; well-meaning and 
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quiet in their public life ; full of affection in their simple 
home life ; so it seems the poet and his wife lived and died. 
Tliouglit a deal of for the fact that accounta were stricllf i 
met at the tradesmen's shops, they were thought i 
because they were ever ready to hear the cry of th^l 
autfering, and to enter the doors of those ready to perish. 

I do not think I have been able to tell the world any- 
thing new about the poet or his surroundings. But the 
man ' who hedn't a bit of fish in him, and was no moua'^ 
taineer,' seems to have been in the eyes of the people olwayi 
at bis studies ; ' and that because he couldn't help it, be- " 
cause it was his hobby,' for sheer love, and not for money. 
This astonished the industrious money-loving folk, who 
coiUd not understand the doing work for ' nowt,' 
perhaps held the poet's occupation in somewhat lighb 
esteem, just because it did not bring in ' a deal o' brass to- 1 
the pocket.' I think it is very interesting, however, 
notice how the woman part of the Rydal Mount family 
seemed to the simple neighbourhood to have the talent and ■ 
mental ability ; and there must have been, both ; 
Dorothy Wordsworth and the poet's daughter Dora, a quita^ 
remarkable power of inspiring the minds of the poor with 
whom they came in contact, with a behef m their intellectual 
faculties and brightness and cleverness. If Hartley Coleridge^ 
was held by some to be Wordsworth's helper, it was 1 
Dorotliy he was supposed by all to turn ' if iwer 1 
puzzelt' The women had ' the wits, or best part of 'em,'- 
this was proverbial among the peasantry, and, as having bee 
nu article of rural faith, it has been established out of ti 
mouths of all the witnesses it has been my lot to call" 
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WOEDBWOKTH'S VIEW OF EDUCATION AND ITS 
METHODS. 

It seems advisable to place Wordsworth's views on 
Education in an appendix, rather than in a chapter in the 
body of this work, as it was a subject he frequently referred 
to, on which he wrote elaborately as far back as 1806, and 
which he discussed almost to the close of his life. 

From letters written at Allan Bank to his friend 
Wrangham (afterwards Archdeacon Wrangham) iu 1808, 
it is obvious that the subject Lad a sinf-ular fascination 
to him: and comparing these letters witlrsnBseciuent ones, 
and especially with his speech at Bowness in 1836, it will 
be seen that, as the child was father to the man, so was 
the man in middle life to the sage approaching Ms three- 
score years and ten. These letters also show Wordsworth, 
in "the capacity of moral analyst and critic of character, 
as well as a student of human nature and of social forces, 
onder an interesting light; and it is noteworthy that the 
second letter was called forth in answer to a request timt 
he would give liis friend some idea on " education as a 
national object." 

" Orasherk, Jane 5, 1806. 

" I am writing from a window which gives me a view of 
a little boat, gliding quietly about upon the surface of our 
basin of a lake. I should like to be in it, but what could 
I do with such a vessel in the heart of the Atlantic Ocean? 
As this boat would be to that navigation, so is my letter to 
the subject upon wMcli you would set me afloat. ... As 
(ar as my own observation goes, which has been mostly 
employed upon agricultural persons in thinly-peopled 
districts, I cannot find that there is much disposition 
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to read among the labouring classes, or much occsaon 
for it. Among manufacturers and persons engaged in 
sedentary employments, it is, I know, very diSerent The_ 
labouring man in agriculture generally carries on hia ^ 
either in solitude or with bis own family — with persi 
wlioae minds he is thoroughly acquainted with, and v 
whom he is under no temptation to enter into discussions. 
or to compare opinions. He goes home from the field, oi 
the bam, and within and about his own house he finds a 
hundred little jobs, which furnish him with a change of 
employment which is grateful and profitable ; then com 
sapper, and bed. Thb for week-days. For Sabbaths, '. 
goes to church, with ua, often, or mostly, twice a-day ; i 
on this day the mistress of the house almost aiicays teache 
the children to read, or, as they express it, hears them A 
lesson ; or if not thus employed, they visit their neigbboni 
or receive them in own houses as they drop in, and keep a 
by the hour a slow and familiar chat. 

This kind of lite, of which 1 have seen much, and w1ii<j 
I know would be looked upon with little complacency b 
many religious persons, is peaceable, and as innocent az (tJ 
frame of society and the practices of government being what 
they are) we have a right to expect ; besides, it is much 
more intellectual than a careless observer would suppose 
One of our neighbours, who lives as I have described, ' 
yesterday walking with me, and as we were pacing i 
talking about indifferent matters, by the side of a brook, ] 
suddenly said to me, with great spirit and a lively sm 
' I liJie to walk where I can hear the sound of a beck I ' (th 
word, as you know, iu our dialect for a brook). I cam 
but tliiuk that this man, without being conscious of it, hfljj 
had many devout feelings connected with the appearanof 
which have presented themselves to him in bis employma 
as a shepherd, and that the pleasure of his heart at tlin 
moment was an acceptable offering to the Divine Being. 
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But to return to the subject of books, I find, among the 
people I am speaking of, halfpenny ballads and penny and 
twopenny histories in great abimdance ; these are often 
bought as charitable tributes to the poor persona who hawk 
them about (and it is the best way of procuring them). 
They are frequently stitched together in tolerably thick 
volumes, and such I have read ; some of the contents 
though not often rehgioua, very good ; others objectionable, 
either for the superstition in them, such as prophecies, 
fortune-telling, &c., or more frequently for indelicacy. I 
have so much felt the influence of these straggling papers, 
that I have many a time wished that I had talents to 
produce songs, poems, and little histmies that might cir- 
culate among other good things in this way, supplanting 
partly the bad flowers and useless herbs, and to take place 
of weeds. Indeed, some of the poems which I have pub- 
lished were composed, not without a hope that at some time 
or other they might answer this purpose. . . . The situation 
of manufacturers is deplorably different The monotony of 
Uieir employments renders some sort of stimulus, intellectual 
or bodily, absolutely necessary for them. Their work is 
carried on in clusters, — men from different parts of the 
world, and perpetually changing ; so that every individual 
is constantly in the way of being brought into contact with 
new notions and feelings, and being unsettled in his own 
accordingly. A select Ubrary, therefore, in such situations 
may be of the same use as a public dial, keeping everybody's 
clock in some kind of order. 

I will allow, with you, that a religious faculty is the eye 
of the soul ; but, if we would have successful soul-oculists, 
not merely that organ, but the general anatomy and consti- 
tution of the intellectual frame must be studied ; for the 
powers of that eye are affected by the general state of the 
system. My meaning is, that piety and religion will be 
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best understood by him wbo takes the most comprehensii 
view of the human mind ; and that for the most part, 
will strengthen with the general strength of the mind, 
that this ia best promoted by a due mixture of direct 
indirect nourishment and discipline. For example, Pm 
dise Lost, and Hohinson Crusoe-, might be els serviceable at 
Law's Saiovi Call, or Mehnoth's Grcai Importance of 
Religious Life ; at least, if the books be all good, tbey would 
mutually assist each other. 

In what I have said ... I have only kept upon 
surface of the question, but you must have deduced, that I 
deem any plan of national education in a country like ours 
most difficult to apply to practice. In Switzerland, or 
Sweden, or Norway, or France, or Spain, — or anywhere but 
Great Britain, — it would be comparatively easy. Heaven 
and hell are scarcely more different from each other than. 
SheHield and Manchester, &c., differ from the 
valleys of Surrey, Essex, Cumberland, or Weatmoreli 
We have mighty cities, and towns of all sizes, with villages' 
and cottages scattered everywhere. We are mariners, miners, 
manufacturers in tens of thousands, traders, husbandmen, 
everything. What form of discipline, what books 
doctrines — I will not say would et^ually suit all these — hi 
which, if happily fitted for one, would not perhaps be 
absolute nuisance in another ? Tou will, also, have dedm 
that nothing romantic can be said with truth of 
influence of education upon the district in which I li" 
We have, thank heaven, free schools, or schools with aoi 
endowment, almost everywhere ; and almost every one 
read. But not because we have free or endowed school 
but because our land is, far more than elsewhere, tilled 
men who are the owners of it ; and, as the population 
not over crowded, and the vices which are quickened 
cherished in a crowded population do not therefore prevail 
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Bjenta have more ability and inclination to send their 
tiildren to Bchool ; miicli more than in manufacturing 
districts, and also — though in a less degree — more than in 
agricultural ones, where the tillers are not proprietors. 

If in Scotland the children are sent to school, where the 
parents have not the advantages I have heen speaking of, it 
■is chiefly because their labour can be turned to no account 
■at home. Send among them manufacturers, or fanners on 
' a large scale, and you may indeed substitute Sunday-schools 
r other modes of instructing them ; but the ordinary parish 
schools wilt be neglected. The influence of our schools in 
this neighbourhood can never be understood, if this, their 
connection with the state of landed property, be overlooked, 
In fact, that influence is not striking. The people are not 
habitually religious in the common seuso of the word, much 
a godly. Tho effect of their schooling is chiefly seen by 
flie activity with which the young persons emigrate, and 
the success attending it ; aud, at home, by a general 
orderliness and gravity, with habits of independence and 
aelf-respect, Notlung obsequious or fawning is ever to be 
Been amongst them. 

It may be added, that this ability (from the two causes, 
land and schools) of giving their children instruction contri- 
butes to spread a respect for scholarship through the country. 
If in any family one of the children should be quicker at 
his book, or fonder of it than others, he is often marked 
out in consequence for the profession of a clergyman. This 
(before the mercantile or manufacturing employmenta held 
out such flattering hopes) very generally happened ; so that 
the schools of the North were tlie great nurseries of curates, 
fleveral of whom got forward in their profession, some with 
and others without the help uE a University Education ; 
and, in all instances, such connection of families (all the 
members of which lived in the humblest and plainest 
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nuimer, waddi^ vith their own hands as labouieis) with i 
lemted uid dignified foofession, assUtod — and still docs, 
Iboogfa in a less d^ree — not a Utile to e1evat« theii 
fprfingTi and ctinfemd importance on them in their own 
qrvL Bat I must stop. B^n your education at the top 
of ueielT' ; let the bead go in the right course, and the 
tail wiD follow. . . . Wisdom and justice are the only true 
somces of the revenae of a peo[4e. Preach this, and aaj 
jon not preach in I'ain I 

Wishing yon success in eveir good work, I remain 70111 
afTectiooate friend, W. Wordswobth." 

Two years prevjoUBly Wordsworth wrote a long letter hi 
a Mend — whose name his nephew does not mention, aiwi 
whom it is probably impossible now to lind out, — on the 
general subject of Edacation, but especially on the educaiion 
of that friend's daughter. The following are extracts from 



", . . The child being the child of a man like you, what 
I have to say will lie in small compass. 

I consider the facts which you mention as indicative of 
what is commonly called sensibility, and of quickness and 
talent, and shall take for granted that they are so ; you add 
that the child is too much noticed by grown people, 
apprehend selfishness. 

Such a child will almost always be too much notii 
and it is scarcely possible entirely to guard against the 
e^Tl : hence vanity, and under bad management selfish- 
ness of the worst kind. And true it is, that under better 
and even the best management, such constitutions are liable 
to selfishness ; not showing itself in the shape of tyranny, 
caprice, avarice, meanness, envy, skulking, and base 
reference ; but selfishness of a worthier kind, yet still rig) 
called by that name. . . . 
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□ity is not the necessary or even natural growth of 

1 temperament ; quite the contrary. Such a child, if 
Delected and suffered to run wild, would probably be 
^tirely free from vanity, owing to the liveUness of its 

js, and the nimiber of it3 resources. It would be by 
nature independent and sufficient for itself. But as such 
children, in these times in particular, are rarely if ever 

ited, or rather rarely if ever not far too much noticed, 
it is a hundred to one your child will have more vanity 
than you could wish. This is one evil to be guarded 
against. Formerly children were very carelessly brought 
up ; at present they too early and too habitually feel 
their own importance, from the soHcitude and unremit- 
ting attendance which is bestowed upon them. A child 
like yours, I believe, unless under the wisest guidance, 
would prosper most where she was the least noticed and 
the least made of ; I mean more than this, — where she 
received the least cultivation. She does not stand in need 
of the stimulus of praise (as much as can benefit lier, i.e., 
as much as Uer nature requires, it will be impossible to 
withhold from her) ; nor of being provoked to exertion, 

leu if she be not injudiciously thwarted, to in- 
dustry. . . . 

Other evils will also beset her, arising more from 
herself. ... I beUeve they will probably be as follows : 
first, aa mentioned before, a considerable portion of vanity. 
But if the child be not constrained too much, and be left 
sufficiently to her own pursuits, and be not too anxiously 
tended, and have not her mind planted over by art with 
likings that do not spring naturally up in it, this will by 
the liveliness of her independent enjoyment almost entirely 
disappear, and she will become modest and diffident; and 
being not apt from the same ruling cause — I mean the 
freshness of her own sensations — to compare herself with 
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others, she will hoM lierseU in too humble estimation, 
she will probably still be selfish ; and this brings me 10 
the explanation of what I hinted at before, viz., in what 
manner she will be selfish. 

It appears, then, to me that all the permanent evila 
which you have to apprehend for your daughter, supposing 
you should live to educate her yourself, may be referred to 
this principle, an undue predominance of present objects 
over absent ones, which, aa she will surely be distinguished 
by an extreme love of those about her, will produce a 
certain restlessness of mind, rolling perpetually for proofs 
of ever-living regard and affection ; she must be loved as 
much, and in the same way as she loves, or she will not 
be satisfied. Hence, quickness in taking offence, petty 
jealousies, and apprehensions lest she is neglected or loses 
ground in people's love, a want of a calm and steady sense 
of her own merits, to seciu'e her from these fits of imagined 
shghts ; for in the first place she will, aa is hinted at 
before, be in general deficient in this just estimation of her 
own worth, and will further be apt to forget everything of 
that kind in the present sense of supposed injury. She 
will (all which is refemble to the same cause) in the com- 
pany of others have too constant a craving for sympathy, 
up to a height beyond what her companions are 
capable of bestowing; this will often be mortifyii^ to 
herself, and burthensome to others ; and should cir- 
cumstances be imtoword, and her mind be not sufiiciently 
furnished with ideas and knowledge, this craving would be 
most pernicious to herself, preying upon mind and body. 
She will be too easily pleased, apt to overrate the merits of 
new acquaintances, subject to fits of over-love and over-joy, 
in absence from those she loves full of fears and appre- 
hensions, &c., injurious to her health ; her passions for the 
most part will be happy and good, but she will be too little 
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^■istress of them. The distinctions which her ictellect will 

Buke will be apt, able, ami just, but in conversation she 

Hrill be prone to overshoot herself, anil commit eloquent 

Blunders througli eagerness. In Une, her manners will be 

Bonk and ardent, but thej will want dignity ; and a want 

Ipf dignity will be the general defect of her character. 

I Something of tliis sort of character, which I have thus 

Hoosely sketched, and something of the sort of selfishness to 

urhicb I have adverted, it seems to me that under the best 

Ixnanagement you have reason to apprehend for your daughter. 

flf she sliould happen to be an only child, or the only sister 

l>of brothers, who would probably idolise her, one might 

I prophesy almost with absolute conhdence that most of 

i ttteae qualities would be found in her in a great degree. 

I' How then is the evil to be softened down or prevented ? 

f Assuredly not by mortifying her, which is the course 

K eommonly pursued with such tempers ; nor by preaching to 

I ier about her own defects ; nor by overrunning her infancy 

I with books about good hoys and girls, and bad boys and 

I girls, and all that trumpery ; but {and this is the only 

\ important thing I have to say upon the subject) by putting 

her in the way of acquiring, without measure or limit, such 

knowledge as will lead her out of herself, such knowledge 

as is interesting tor its own sake ; things known because 

they are interesting, not interesting because they are known; 

in a word, by leaving lier at liberty to luxuriate in such 

feelings and images as will feed her mind in silent pleasure. 

This nonriahment is contained in fairy tales, romances, the 

best biographies and histories, and such parts of natural 

history relating to the powers and appearances of the earth 

and elements, and the habits and structure of animals, 

as belong to it, not as an art or science, but as a magazine 

of form and feeling. This kiud of knowledge is purely 

good, a direct antidote to every evil to be apprehended, and 

II. 2 B 
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food absolutely necessary to preserve the mind of a cbiH 
like yours from morbid appetites. 

Next to these objects comes sucli knowledge as, while it 
is chiefly interesting tor its own sake, admits the fellowship 
of another sort of pleasure, that of complacence from the 
conscious exertion of the faculties aud love of praise. The 
accomplishments of dancing, music, and drawing, rank uudci 
this bead ; grammar, learning of languages, botany probably, 
and out of the way knowledge of arts and manufactures, 
&c. The second class of objects, as far as they tend to 
feed vanity and self-couceit, are evil ; but let them have 
their just proportion in the plan of education, and they will 
afterwards contribute to destroy these, by furnishing the 
mind with power and iudependent gratification : the vanity 
will disappear, and the good will remain. 

Lastly comes that class of objects wMch are interesting 
almost solely because they are known, and the knowledge 
may be displayed ; and this, unfortunately, comprehends 
three-fourths of what, according to the plan of modem 
education, children's heads are stuffed with ; that is minute 
remote or trifling facts in geography, topography, natural 
history, chronology, etc. ; or acquisitions in art, or accom- 
plishments which the child makes by rote, and which are 
quite beyond its age ; things of no value in themselves, but 
as they show cleverness ; things hurtfid to any temper, but 
to a child like yours absolute poison. Having said thus 
much, it seems almost impertinent to add that your child, 
above all, should I might say be chained down to the 
severest attention to truth, — I mean to the minutest 
accuracy in everything which she relates ; this will strike 
at the root of evil by teaching her to form correct notions 
of present things, and will steadily strengthen her mind. 
Much caution should be taken not to damp her natural 
vivacity, for this may have a very bad effect ; and by the 
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[direct influence of the example of manly and dignified 
lera, any excessive wifdiiesaes of her own will be best 
apt under." 

Twenty years later tlie subject of bis former correapond- 
aice with Wranghara at Allan Bank was renewed, in two 
letters from Rydat to another friend, Hugh James Rose, 
formerly Principal of King's College, London, but then 
jctor of Horsham, in Sussex. The reference in his first 
letter to the Madras System, as it was called, introduced by 
r Bell of Madras (whose life his friend Southey wrote), has 
1 interest in more ways than one. I do not tarry to point 
it the excess into which Wordsworth drifted. It is 
enough to indicate what his views were, and the truth that 
Tinderlay their exa^eration. The somewhat curious fact is 
that this same Dr Bell wrote to Southey on the 20tb of 
May 1831, telling him the terms of bis will executed the 
day before, and added, — " I have begged you and Mr Words- 
worth to be editors of a complete edition of my works, and 
exhort your acceptance of X2000, and all expenses paid, 
Bnd the expenses of those you may have occasion to employ. 
I beg you to accept the tnist The others have signified 
tbeir acceptance beforehand." 

■'Etdal Moubt, Dk. 11, 1828. 
Of those who seem to me to be in error [on the 
snbject of education], two parties are especially prominent ; 
they, the most conspicuous head of whom is Mr Brougham, 
who think the sharpening of intellect and attainment of 
knowledge are things good in themselves, without reference 
circumstances under which the intellect is sharpened, 
or to the quality of the knowledge acquired. ' Knowledge,' 
Bays Lord Bacon, ' is power,' but surely not less for evil 
than for good. Lord Bacon spoke like a philosopher ; but 
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they who have that maxim in their mouths the oftenest 
have the least understanding of it. 

Tlie other class consists of persons who are sware of tbe 
importance of religion and morality ahove everything ; bat, 
from not understanding the constitution of our nature and 
the composition of society, they are misled and hurried on 
by zeal in a course wliich cannot but lead to disappoint- 
ment. One instance of this fell under my own eyes the. 
other day in the little town of Ambleside, where a 
the leaders of which are young ladies, are determined 
set up a school for girls on the Madras system, confidently 
expecting that these girls will in consequence be less likely 
to go astray when they grow up to women. Alas, alas ! 
they may be taught, I own, more quickly to read and write 
under the Madras system, and to answer more readily, and 
pei-haps with more intelligence, questions put to them, tht 
they could have done under dame-teaching. But poel 
may, with deference to the philosopher and the religioi 
be consulted in these matters ; and I will back Sfaenstone's 
schoolmistress, by her winter fire and in her summer garden 
seat, against all Dr Bell's sour-looking teachers in pelticoatfl 
thaj 1 have ever seen. 

What is the use of pushing on the education of girls 
fast, and mainly by the stimulus of Emulation, who, to 
nothing worse of her, is cousin-german to Eovy ? What 
you to do with these girls ? what demand is there for 
ability that they may have prematurely acquired ? 
they not be indisposed to bead to any kind of hard lal 
or drudgery ? and yet many of tbem must submit to it, 
do wrong. The mechanism of the Bell system is 
required in small places ; praying after the fugleman is 
like praying at a mother's knee. The Bellites overlook 
difference ; they talk about moral discipline ; but wbei 
does it encourage the imaginative feelings, without wl 
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ie practical understanding is of little avail, and too apt to 
the cunning slave of the bad passions. 1 dislike 
U^lay in everything ; above all in education. . . . — Fare- 
ffeU. Your affectionate W. WoEDSWOBTH." 

In the second and much longer letter, Wordsworth wrote 
to his friend what he called " Minutes on the Subject of 
Education." These are extremely interesting, but a much 

lorter letter to his brother ChriBtopher, the Master of 
Trinity College, Cambridge, which embodies his views on 

iucation succinctly, may precede them. 



" Etoal Mount, April 27, 1830, 
Mr DEAE Brother, — Was Mr Rose's course of sermons 
upon education ? The more I reflect upon the subject, the 
more I am convinced that positive instruction, even of a 
religious character, is much over-rated. The education of 
man, and above all of a Cliristian, ia the education of dvly, 
which ia most forcibly taught by the business and concerns 
of life, of which, even for children, especially the children 
of the poor, book-learning is but a small part There ia an 
ofBcioua disposition on the part of the upper and middle 
classes to precipitate the tendency of the people towards 
intellectual culture in a manner subversive of their own 
Lappiness, and dangerous to the peace of society. It is 
mournful to observe of how little avail are lessons of piety 
taught at school, if household attentions and obhgations be 
neglected in consequence of the time taken up in school 
tuition, and if the head be stuffed with vanity from the 
gentlemanlinesa of the employment of reading. — Farewell 

W. W." 

In his " Minutes on the subject of Education " Word.s- 
irorth said : — 
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" Great principles are sacrificed to shifts and expedieota. 
What more sacred law of nature, for instance, than that Uie 
mother shoiild educate her child ? yet we felicitate ouiselTes 
upon the establishment of infant-schools, which is in direct 
opposition to it. . . . When the stream has thus been 
poisoned at its fountain-head, we proceed, by separalmg, 
through infant-schools, the mother from the child, and from 
the rest of the family, disburthening them of all care of the 
little one for perhaps eight hours of the day. To those 
who think this an evil, but a necessary one, much might be 
said, in order to qualify unreasonable expectations. But 
there are thousauds of stirring people now in England, who 
are so far misled as to deem these schools good in them- 
selves, and to wish that, even in the smallest villages, 
the children of the poor should have what they call 'a 
good education ' in this way. Now, these people (and 
error is at present more common) confound ediuation 
tuition. 

Education, I need not remark to you, is everytliing that 
draws out the human being, of which tuition, the teaching 
of scliools especially, however important is comparatively an 
insignificant part. Yet the present bent of the public mind 
is to sacrifice the greater power to the less — all that life 
and nature teach, to the Httle that can be learned from 
books, and a master. In the eyes of an enlightened 
statesman this is absurd ; in the eyes of a pure lowly- 
minded Christian it is monstrous. 

The Spartan and other ancient communities miglit dis- 
regard domestic ties, because they had the substitution of 
country, which we cannot have. With us, country is 
a mere name compared with what it was to the (ireebs ; 
lirst, as contrasted with barbarians ; and next, and above 
all, as that passimi only was strong enough to preserve 
the individual, his family, and the whole state, from 
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ver-impending destruction. Our course is to supplant 
lomestic attachments without the posaibilitj' of substitut- 

; others more capacious. What can grow out of it but 
lelfishness ? 

Let it then be universally admitted that infant-schools 
are an evil, only tolerated to qualify a greater, viz., the 
inability of mothers to attend to their children, and tlie 
like inabihty of the elder to take care of the younger, from 
their labour being wanted in factories, or elsewhere, for 
their common support But surely this ia a sad state o£ 
society ; and if these expedients of tuition or education 
(if that word is not to be parted with) divert our 
attention from the fact that the remedy for so mighty 
an evil must be sought elsewhere, they are moat per- 
nicious things, and the sooner they are done away with 
the better. 

But even aa a course of tuition, I have strong objections 
to infant-schools ; and in no small degree to the Madras 
aystem also. We must not be deceived by premature 
adroitness. The mtdlect must not be trained with a view 
to what the infant or child may perform, without constant 
reference to what that performance promises for the man. 
It is with the mind as with tlie body. I recollect seeing a 
German babe stuffed with beer and beef, who had the 
appearance of an infant Hercules. He might liave enough 
in him of the old Teutonic blood to grow up to a strong 
man ; but tens of thousands would dwindle and perish after 
Buch unreasonable cramming. Now I cannot hut think, 
Biat the like would happen with our modern pupils, if the 
views of the patrons of these schools were realised. The 
diet they offer is not the natural diet for infant and juvenile 
ininds. The faculties are over-strained, and not exercised 
with that simidtaneous operation which ought to be aimed 
U as far as is practicable. Natural history is taught in 
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infant schools bj pictures stuck up against walls, and snch 
mummery. A moment's notice of a red-breast pecking by 
a winter's hearth ia worth it alL 

These hints are for tlie negative side of the q«i 
and for the positive, — what conceit, and presumption, 
vanity, and envy, ami mortification, and hypocrisy, Ac 4c, 
are the unavoidable result of schemes where there 
much display and contention I All this is at enmity with 
Christianity ; and if the practice of sincere churchmen 
this matter be so, what have we not to fear when we 
our eyes upon other quarters where religious instruction 
deUberately excluded ? Tlie wisest of us espect far too 
much from school teaching. One of the most innocent, 
contented, happy, and, in his sphere, most useful men whom 
I know, can neither read nor write. Though learning and 
sharpness of wit must exist somewhere, to protect, and in 
some points to interpret, the Scriptures, yet we are told 
that the Founder of thb religion rejoiced in spirit, that 
things were hidden from the wise and prudent, and revealed 
unto babes : and again, ' Out of the moutlis of babes and 
sucklings Thou hast perfected praisa' Apparently the 
infants here contemplated were under a very different 
course of discipline from that which many in our day are 
condemned to. In a town of Lancashire, about nine in 
rooming, the streets resoimd with the crying of infant 
wheeled off in carts and other vehicles (some ladies, 
believe, lending their carri^es for this purpose) to tl 
school-prisons. 

But to go back a little. Human learning, 
tends to breed pride and self-estimation (and that it requires 
constant vigilance to counteract this tendency we must ail 
feel), is against the spirit of the GospeL Miich cause 
is there to lament that inconsiderate zeal, wherever 
found, which whets the intellect by blunting the affecti< 
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Ian it, in & gentral view, be good, that an infant should 
learn much which its parents do itot know f Will not the 
child arrogate a superiority unfavourable to love and 

obedience ? 

But suppose this to be an evil only for the present 
generation, and that a succeeding race oE infanta wiD have 
no such advantage over tlieir parents ; still it may be aaked, 
should we not be making these infants too much the 
creatures of society when we cannot make them more so ? 
Here would they be for eight houi's in the day like plants 
in a conservatory. Wliat ia to become of them for the 
other sixteen hours, when they are returned to all the 
influences, the dread of which first suggested this con- 
trivance ? Will they he better able to resist the mischief 
they may be exposed to from the bad example of their 
parents, or brothers and sisters ? It ia to be feared not, 
because, though they must have lieard many good precepts, 
their condition in school is artificial; they have been 
removed from the discipline and exercise of humanity, and 
they have, besides, been subject to many evil temptations 
within school and peculiar to it 

In the present generation I cannot see anything of 
an harmonious co-operation between these schools and 
home influences. If the family be thorouglily bad, and 
the child cannot he removed altogether, how feeble the 
barrier, how futile the expedient ! If the family be of 
middle character, the children will lose more by separation 
from domestic cares and reciprocal duties, than they can 
possibly gain from captivity with such formal instruction 
as may be administered. 

We are then brought round to the point, tliat it is to 
a physical and not a moral necessity that we must look 
if we would justify this disregard, I had almost said 
violation, of a primary law of human nature. The link 
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of eleemosjnar; tuition connects tbe infant flt:faool i 
national scliools upon tlie Madras sTstem. Xow I c 
but think that tliere is loo much indiscrinunate g 
instruction in this couotty ; arising out of the miscoacepdons, 
above atlvtirted lo, of Uie real power of school teaiduag, 
relatively to the discipline of life ; and out of aa onr- 
valui; of talent, however exerted, and of knowledge jnizad 
for its own sake, and acquired in the shape of knowledge. 
The latter clauses of the last sentence glance rather at 
the London University and the Mechanics' IcLsdtutes 
than at the Madras schools, yet they have some bearing 
upon these also. Emulation, as I observed in my last 
letter, is the master-spring of that system. It mingles 
too much with all teaching, and with all learning; 
iu the Madras mode it is the great wheel which ; 
every part of the machine into motion. 

But I have been led a little too far from gratnita 
instniction. If possible, instruction ought never to 
alt^^ether so. A child will soon learn to feel a stroiq 
love and attachment to its parents, when it perceives I 
they are making sacrifices for its Instruction, 
precept can teach is nothing compared with convictions 4 
this kind. In short, unless book-attainments are i 
on by the side of moral influences they are of no avt 
Gratitude is one of the most benign of moral influences ; 
can a child be grateful to a corporate body for its instruc- 
tion ? or grateful even to the Lady BountifiU of the neig^ 
bourhood, with all the splendour which he sees a1>out ] 
as he would be grateful to his poor father and mother, v 
spare from their scanty provision a mite for tlie culture a 
his mind at school ? If we look back upon the progress d 
things in this country since the Reformation, we shall i 
that instruction has never been severed from moral : 
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Dences and purposes, and the natural action of circum- 
tances, in the way that is now attempted. Our forefathers 
BBtAbliahed, in abundance, free grammar schools ; hut for a 
fliatinctly imderstood rehgious purpose. . . . 

It is undouhtedly to he deaired that every one should be 
title to read, and perhaps (for that is far from being equally 
apparent) to write. But you will agree with me, I think, 
that these attainments are likely to turn to better account 
where they are not gratuitously lavished, and where either 
the parents and connections are possessed of certain property 
which enables them to procure the instruction for their 
children, or where, by their frugality and other serious and 
self-denying habits, they contribute, as far as they can, to 
benefit their offspring in this way. Surely, whether we 
look at the usefulness and liappiness of the individual, or 
the prosperity and security of the state, this wliich was the 
course of our aucostors, is the better course. Contrast it 
with that recommended by men in whose view knowledge 
and intellectual adroitness are to do everything of 
themselves. 

We have no guarantee on the social condition of these 
iBdl informed pupils for the use they may make of their 
power and their knowledge : the scheme points not to man 
as a religious being ; its end is an unworthy one ; and its 
means do not pay respect to the order of things. Try the 
Mechanics' Institutes and the London University, &c &c. 
by this test. The powers are uot co-ordinate with those to 
which this nation owes its virtue and its prosperity. Here 
a one case, a sudden formal abstraction of a vital 
principle, and in both an unnatural and violent pushing on. 
Mechanics' Institutes make discontented spirits and in- 
Bubordinate and presumptuous workmen. Such at least 
■ was the opinion of Watt, one of the most experienced and 
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intelligent of men. And instruction, where n 
expressly excluded, is UtUe leas lo be dreaded than thai by 
which it is trodden under foot . . . 

1 address a word to tlkose who may be inclined to a^ 
Wliat ia the use of all these objections ? The schoolmastfT 
is, and will remain, abroad. The thirst of knowledge 
is spreading and will spread, whether virtue and duty go 
along with it or no. Grant it; but surely these dbsa- 
vations may be of use if they tend to check onreasotuble 
expectations. One of the most difficult tasks is to keep 
benevolence in alliance with beneficence. Of the former 
there is no want, but we do not see our way to the latter. 
Tenderness of heart is iudispensable for a good man, but a 
certain sternness of heart is as needful for a wise on& W(J 
are as impatient under the cniIs of society as under a 
own, and more so ; for, in the latter case, necessity enfor 
submission. It is hard to look upon the condition ! 
which BO many of our fellow-creatures are bom, bat t 
are not to be raised from it by partial and tempera 
expedients : it is not enough to rush headlong into any 
new scheme tliat may be proposed, be it Benefit Societies, 
Savings Banks, Infant Schools, Mechanic Institutes, or a 
other. Circumstances have forced this nation to do, by i 
manufacturers, an undue portion of the dirty and 
wholesome work of the globe. The revolutions ama 
which we have lived have unsettled the value of all 1 
of property, and of labour, the most precious of all, to t 
degree, that misery and privation are frigbtfuUy prevalei 
We must bear tlie sight of this, and endure its 
till we have by reflection discovered the cause, and not & 
then can we hope even to palliate the eviL It is ^ 
tliousand to one but that the means resorted 
aggravate it. — Farewell, ever aflfectionately youi-s, 

W. WOKDSWOETH." 
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Though a remarkable converaationalist, Wordsworth never 
excelled as a public speaker, and he was too wise to attempt 
it oft«n. On one occasion, however — the 13th of April 
1836 — he delivered a long address, when laying the founda- 
iion-stone of a new school at Bowness, a day, unfortunately 
' rain and stonn. As his speech on that occasion was a 
Bort of educational manifesto, a few sentences fi'om it inay 
ibe quoted. It was published at length in the newspapers 
iof the day. The School was built by Mr John Bolton, of 
©torrs, a pubUc-spirited and philanthropic landowner in 
the neighbourhood, then over eighty years of age, who was 
im&ble to be present at the inaugural ceremony. 
Wordsworth said : — 

" Standing here as Mr Bolton's substitute, at his own 
request, an honour of which I am truly sensible, it gives me 
peculiar pleasure to see, in spite of this stormy weather, so 
numerous a company of his friends and neighbours upon this 
occasion. The piiblic spirit of Mr Bolton has ever been 
remarkable, both for its comprehensiveness and the judicious 
way in which it has been exerted. Many years ago, when 
yre were threatened with foreign invasion, he equipped and 
headed a body of volunteers for the defence of our country, 
Not long since, the inhabitants of Ulveraton (his native 
place, I believe) were indebted to liim for a large contribu- 
1 towards erecting a Church in that town. His recent 
munificent donations to tlie public charities of Liverpool are 
well known ; and I only echo the sentiments of this meeting 
when I say that every one would liave rejoiced to see 
a gentleman (who has completed liis eightieth year) taking 
the lead in this day's proceedings, ... It may be gathered 
from old documents that, upwards of 200 years ago, this 
place was provided with a school, which early in the reign of 
Charles II. was endowed by the liberality of certain persons 
of the neighbourhood. The building, originally small and 
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low, hns loug lH.-en io a stale which rendered the erection d 
a new one verj' desirable ; this Mr Bolton has undertakea 
to do at hia sole expense. . . . The privilege of the school 
being free will not, I tniat, tempt parents to withdraw tlwir 
children from punctual attendance, upon slight and trivial 
occasions ; and they will take care, as far as depends u]>an 
themselves, tliat the wishes of the present benefactor may 
be met, and his intentions fulfilled. Those wishes ami 
intentions are expressed iu the original trust-deed ... the 
effect of which upon your minds will not, I hope, be 
weakened if I make a brief comment upon the seveial 
clauses of it. ' Tiie perpetual and thankful remembrance of 
the founders and a\itJiora of bo good a work.' Do not let it 
be supposed that your foretathera, when they looked oa- 
words to this issue, did so from vanity and love of applause, 
uniting with local attacliment ; they wished their good works 
to be remembered priutipally because they were conscious 
such remembrance would be beneficial to the hearts of 
whom they desired to serve, and would effectually promi 
the particular good they had in view. Let me add 
them, what their modesty and humility would have 
vented their insisting upon, that such tribute of grati 
recollection was, and Lt still, tlieir due ; for if gratitude 
not the most i^rfect shape of justice, it is assuredly 
most beautiful crown, — a halo and glory with which 
delights to have her brows encircled. 

The second point to which I shall advert is that where 
is said that such and such things shall be taught 'for 
better advancement and preferment of the said yoiitli. 
This purpose is as honourable as it is natural, and recalls to 
remembrance the time when the northern counties had, in 
this particular, great advantages over the rest of Englant 
By the zealous care of many pious and good men, ami 
whom I cannot but name (from his connection with 
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Mghbourliood, and tlie benefits he conferred upon it), 

libishop Sandys, free schools were founded in these 

ts of the kingdom in much greater numbers than else- 

rhere, Tlie learned professions derived many ornaments 

om this source ; but a more remarkable consequence was 

tat, till within the last forty years or so, merchants' count- 

ig-houses and offices, in the lower departments of which a 

jree of scholastic attainment was requisite, were 

applied in a great measure from Cumberland and West- 

oreland. Numerous and large fortunes were the result of 

le skill, industry, and integrity which the young men thus 

iBtructed carried with them to the metropolis. 

That superiority no longer exists ; not bo much, I trust, 
■om a slackening on the part of the teachers, or an indis- 
losition of the inhabitants to profit by thuir free schools, 
nit because the kingdom at large has become sensible of the 
dvantages of school instruction, and we of the north eonse- 
uently have competitors from every quarter. But, after all, 
rorldly advancement and preferment neither are nor ought 
1 be the main end of instruction, either in schools or else- 
where, and particularly in those which are in rural places, 
and scantily endowed. It is in the order of Providence, as 
J all aware, that most men must end their temporal 
course pretty much as they began it ; nor will the thought- 
ful repine at this dispensation. In lands where nature in 
the many is not trampled upon by injustice, feelingly may 
Lfhe peasant say to the courtier, 

The BUD, that bids your diuinoiid bUize, 
To deck ottr U.\j deigns, 

JContentraent, according to the common adage, is better than 
riches : and why is it better ? Not merely because there can 
Wi» no happiness without it, but for the sake, also, of its moral 
Idignity, Mankind, we know, are placed on earth to have 
leir hearts and understandings exercised and improved. 
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some in one sphere, and some in another, — to undergo 
various trials, and to perform divers duties ; tfiat duty which, 
in the world's estimation, may seem the least, often being 
the most important. Well and wisely has it been aaid, in 
words which I need not scruple to quote here, whee 
extreme poverty and abject misery are unknown ; 



Goii doth not need 
Either mim'a work or his own gifts ; who beat 
Benr his mild yuke, they aerre him beat ; his stat« 
Is kingly — thousAuiJs at his bidding speed 
And post o'er lanii aad ocean without rest ; 
Thej' also serve who ouly stAnd :iDd wut. 



I 



Thus am I naturally led to the third and last point in the 
declaration of the ancient trust-deed, which I mean to touch 
upon : ' Youth shall be instritcled in grammar, writing, read- 
ing, and other good discipliru, meet and eonvcnieni for tltem, 
/or the honour of God' 

Now, my friends and neighbours, ... I am not going to 
say that religious instruction, the most important of all, is 
neglected in schools elsewhere ; far from it ; but I affirm, 
that it is too often given with reference, less to the affections, 
to the imagination, and to the practical duties, than to subtle 
distinctions in points of doctrine, and t« facts in scripture 
history, of which a knowledge niay be brought out by a 
catechetical process. This error, great though it be, ought to 
be looked at with indulgence, because it is a tempting thing 
for teachers unduly to exercise the uuderstanding and 
memory inasmuch as progress in the departments in which 
these faculties are employed is thus most obviously proved 
to the teacher himself, and most flatteringly exhibited to 
the inspectors of schools and casual lookers on. 

A still more lamentable error, which proceeds mucJi from 
the same cause, is an overstrained application to mental 
processes of arithmetic and mathematics, and a too minute 
attention to departments of natural and civil liistory. 
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row much of trick may mix with this we will not ask ; 

Bt the display of precocious intellectual power in these 

nnches ia often astouialiing t and, in proportion as it is so, 

lay, for the moat part, be pronounced not only useless, 

tat injurious. The training that fits a boxer for victory in 

lie ring gives him strength that cannot, and is not required 

be kept up tor ordinary labour, and often lays the 

indation of subsec[uent weakness and fatal disease. In 

ike manner, tliere being in after life no call for these 

lordinary powers of mind, and little use for the 

mowledge, the powers decay, and the knowledge withers. 

ud drops ofE Here is then not only a positive injury, 

a loss of opportunities for culture of intellect and 

Mjuiring information, which, as being in a course of 

gular demand, would be, hereafter, the one strengthened, 

md the other, naturally increased. 

All this mischief, my friends, originates in a decay of 

ng which our fathers had uppermost in their 

z., that the business of education should be 

londncted for the, honour of God. And here I must direct 

rour attention to a fundamental mistake, by which this 

page, so distinguished for its marvellous progress in arts and 

I sciences, is unhappily characterised — a mistake, manifested 

L in the use of the word education, which is habitually 

[.confounded with InUton, or school instruction; this is 

indeed a very important part of education, but when it 

I is taken for the whole, we are deceived and betrayed. 

1 Education, according to the derivation of the word, and in 

Y the only use of which it ia strictly justifiable, comprehends 

■all those processes and influences, come from whence they 

lay, that conduce to the best development of the bodily 

' powers, and of the moral, intellectual, and spiritual faculties 

which the position of the indiridual admits of, . . . To 

education like this vigilance of pai-eats is indispensably 
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necessaiy. ... It b tlirough the silent operation of ' 
example that parents become infinitely the moat impor1*iii 
tutors of their children, without appearing, or positively 
meaning, to he so. . . . It is related of Bums, the 
celebrated Scottish poet, that once, while, in the compaoy 
of a friend, lie was looking; from an eminence over a wide 
tract of country, he said thai the sight of so many smoking 
cottages gave a pleasure to his mind that none could 
understand who had not witnessed, like himself, the 
happiness and worth which they contained. How were 
those happy and vnrrthy people educated ? By the influence 
of hereditary good example at home, and by their parochial 
Bchoolmasters opening the way for the admomtions and 
exhortations of their clergy ; that was at a time when 
knowledge was, perhaps, better than now distinguished 
from smatterings of information, and when knowledge was 
more thought of in due subordination to wisdom. . .a^ 
And now, after renewing our expression of regret that t 
benevolent founder is not . here to perform the ceremoi 
himself, we will proceed to lay the first stone of ' 
intended edifice." 
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ON THE PORTRAITS OF WORDSWOETH. 



I. 

The earliest portrait of Wordsworth, of which there 1 
any record, was taken in 1797, — during the Alfoxden dan 
— by an artist then living at Stowey. It was a half-lenj 
figure (14 in. by 10), and is mentioned by Joseph Cottle a 
his Early Recollections chiefly relating to S. T. Coleridge, y 
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p. 317. It represented WorJswortli as he was in his 
tweuty-seventh year. 

Nothing seems to have been heard of this picture for 
ninety years, till it turned up at Sotheby's saleroom in 
London, in Jidy 1887. It is now in the possession of 
Mr George, bookseller, Bristol. Its artistic merit is not 
great, but its historical interest is considerable. 

II. 

In the following year (1798) Eobert Hancock took a 
drawing in black chalk for Joseph Cottle. This was engraved 
by R. Woodman for Cottle's HewlUetions, along with 
portraits of Coleridge, Southey, and Lamb — all drawn by 
Hancock — in the years in which each published his first 
volume of poems. The originals are now together in the 
National Portrait Gallery at South Kensington, having been 
purchased by the trustees in May 1877. Like all the rest, 
Wordsworth's is on a small scale. He is represented as 
wearing a dark buttoned coat and white cravat, seated in 
a wooden chair. The face is seen in pi-ofile, turned to the 
left; the complexion tinted with red. Of this picture Cottle 
sajrs, 'The portrait of Mr Wordsworth was taken also by 
'Hancock, and was an undoubted likeness, universally 
acknowledged to be such at the time.' Referring to the 
four portraits together ho adds, ' The time iu wliich tliese 
four men of genius were drawn was perhaps the most 
advantageous for exhibiting their genuine characters; in 
which case the likenesses contained in the following work 
are those which might most faithfully and favourably descend 
to posterity.' • This picture of Wordsworth passed from 
■Cottle to his daughter, Mrs Green ; thence to Messrs Fawcett 
and Noseda, after which it was bought by Colonel Francis 

• 8o8 Early RecoUtaiona cAi^y reJatiTig io S. T. Coltridge, by Jo(ei>h 
Cottle. London, 1837. Pnfkce, p. xiiiii. 
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CimniDghaiii, aod sold at his sale in 1 876 to Mr De la Roe, 
from whom the Truatees of the National Portrait Gallery 
bought it in the following year. When Dora Wordsworth, 
the poet's daughter, saw this picture of her father in 1836, 
she remarked that it 'reminded her of her brother John." 
In Henry Crabb Robinson's Diary, August 29, 1836, the 
following allusion to tiiis picture occurs, ' In Cottle's hoase 
at Bristol, my attention was drawn to five miniatures, rather 
say amaU portraits of Southey, Coleridge, Lamb, and Words- 
worth. . . . W. resembles E. Ljtton Bulwer more than 
himself now. All (C. assures me) were excellent likenesses,' 



III. 
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In the year 1803 a portrait of Wordsworth was painted 
by Hazlitt (the literary critic and artist). Of this picture 
Southey wrote to his friend Richard Duppa, from Keswick, 
December 14, 1803: 'Hazlitt has been here. ... He has 
pointed Wordsworth, but so dismally — though Wordsworth's 
face is his ideal of physiognomical perfection — that one of 
his friends, on seeing it, exclaimed, " At the gallows — deeply 
affected by his deserved fate, yet determined to die like a 
man ; ' end if you saw the picture, you would admire the 
criticism.' (See Southey's lAfe and Correspomfence, voL ii 
p. 238.) 

I may add that almost all the portraits of that ] 
■were artistically bad. 

On June 11, 1804, Southey wrote to Coleridge, ' I went 
into the Exhibition merely to see your picture, which per- 
fectly provoked me. Hazlitt's does look as if you were on 
your trial, and certainly had stolen the horse ; but then you 
did it cleverly — it had been a deep, well-laid scheme, and 
it was no fault of yours that you liad been detected. But 
this portrait by Northcote looks like a grinning idiot, and 
the worst is, that it is just like enough to pass for a good 
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likene.^, with those who only know your features imper- 
fectly. Dance's drawing has that merit at least that nobody 
wouhl ever suspect you of having been the original ! ' (See 
his Lift and Correspondence, vol. v. p. 291.) 
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IV. 

For fifteen years after this — i.c. from his thirty-third to 
his forty-eighth year — no portrait seems to have been taken 
of Wordsworth; but about the year 1818, Edward Naah 
(who was a friend of Southey'a, and had painted several 
portraits of the Southey family) took a likeness of Words- 
worth for Southey.* Mrs Joshua Stanger (of Fieldside, 
Keswick), who now possesses it, bought this picture at 
the Greta Bank sale o£ Southey's eH'ects, and an engraving 
of it is prefixed to T/is Prose Works of Wordsworth. It 
is a pencil drawing (9 in. by 7 in,); three-quarters length; 
and the face is three-quarters turned to tlie left. The 
figure is seated, the head resting on the right hand, the 
Xiglat elbow on a table ; and the left hand ia placed inside 
the waistcoat. 

V. 

In the summer of 1817 Mr Richard C'amithers visited 
Eydal Mount, and took a sketch for a picture in oil, which 
was finished in November of that year. The artist himself, 
in writing to Mr Thomas Monkhouse, mentions the dates. 
^TiuB picture is now in the possession of the Rev. Thomas 

iutchinson, the Rector of Kimbolton, Leominster, in Here- 
-fbrdshire, a nephew of Mr Monkhouse, and also of Mrs 
"Wordsworth. It is a half-length picture, three-quarters 
face, turned to the riglit. The figure is in a sitting posture, 

ith the back gainst the trunk of a tree, the right elbow 



1 



^^K I understai 

^^^L of Mr Thor 
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leaning on a rock. In the backgrotind are mountain top» 
and a rapid mountain stream. The dress is a black coel 
with ruffled shirt. The left hand is thrust into the wabtoMi:. 
vwre sua. Carruthers' picture was engraved by Heniy 
Meyer, and published by Henry Colbum, Conduit Street, 
London, in the Nem M&nthly Magnzint, Feb. 1, 1819. 
It was also engraved by J. T. Wedgwood for the Paris 
edition of "Wordswortli's Poems, published by Galignani in 
1828, The latter is not nearly so good a reproduction of 
the original as Meyer's engraring was. A copy of this pic- 
ture by E. Hader — taken not from the original, but 
the engraving in the Paris edition — has recently 
photographed in Germany. 

In October 1821, Wordsworth, writing to Henry Ctabb 
Eobinson, said of Carrutliers, ' He is an amiable young man, 
whom a favourable opening induced to sacrifice the pencil to 
tlie pen, not the pen of authorship — he is too wise for that, — 
but the pen of the connting-house, which lie is successfully 
driving at Lisbon.' Of Meyer's print in Colbum 's Magajdne 
Southey wrote to Sir George Beaumont (Feb. 1819), * Wonis- 
worth may be congratulated upon coming off so well in the 
Magazine. The print 18 not so good as the drawing in my 
possession, because it does not so well represent his capa- 
cious forehead ; but on the whole it is a respectable likeness, 
and would be thought excellent by those who are not in- 
timate with liis face.' 

This portrait has been reproduced by Mr J. R. Tutin of 
Hull, in his Wordsworth Birthdiiy Book. 



VI. 

Mr Carruthers took a copy of this picture, which is now, 
I understand, iu the possession of Mrs Drew, the daughter 
of Mr Thomas Monkhouse. 
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VII. 



"WritiDg to Henry Crabb Eobinson from Rydal Mount on 
Itlie 24th June 1817, Wordsworth says, 'I have not lately 
seen any one new thing whatever, except a bust of 
myself. Some kind person — which persons mostly un- 
sown to me are — has been good enough to forward me 
Lthis.' Of this bust I can discover no trace whatsoever. 
I Probably it had no merit. 



VIII. 

Benjamin Robert Haydon seems to have painted Words- 
worth at least four times. The first portrait was taken in 
1817; and was a sketch intended for the head of a by- 
itander, in his picture of Christ's Entry into Jerusalem. Of 
this sketch Hazlitt said, ' Haydon's head of him, introduced 
into the Entry of Christ into Jerusalem, is the most like hia 
drooping weight of thought and expression.' 

It is thus that Haydon writes, in his Autobiography 
of his 'Jerusalem,' as he called it: 'During the progress 
of the picture of Jerusalem, I resolved to put into it 
(1816), in a side group, Voltaire as a sneerer, and Newton 
as a believer" (vol i. p. 358). ' I now (1817) put 
Hazlitt's head into my picture, looking at Christ as an 
investigator. It had a good effect. I then put in Keats 
into the background, and resolved to introduce Wordsworth 
bowing in reverence and awe. Wordsworth was highly 
-pleased, and before the close of this season (1817) the 
picture was three-parts done. The centurion, the Samaritan 
woman, Jairus and his daughter, St Peter, St John, Newton, 
Voltaire, the anxious mother of the penitent girl, and the 
girl blushing and hiding her face, many heads behind, 
in fact the leading groups were accomplished, when down 
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came my health ag^Q, eyes and all ' (toL L p. 372). 
Wordsworth's head is again referred to in the artist's 
account of the successful exhibition of this picture ia 
London : ' Wordsworth's bowing head ; Newton's face of 
belief; Voltaire's sneer; the enormous shouting crowd,' eU\ 
(p. 404). The Entry into Jerusalem was sold in September 
1831 to Messrs Child and Inman, of Philadelphia. Its 
departure from England was a heavy blow to the painter. 
'September 23, 1831 — My Jerusalem is purchased, and 
ia going to America. Went to see it before it was 
embarked. It was melancholy to look, for the last time, 
at a work which had excited so great a sensation in 
England and Scotland. It was now leaving my native 
country for ever' (voL ii. p. 314). This picture is now& 
the Koman Calhohc Cathedral at Cincinnati 

Henry Crabli Kobinson, in his Diary. May 11, 1820'^ 
writes: 'The group of Wordsworth, Newton, and Voltaire 
is ill-executed. The poet is a forlorn and haggard old 
man ; the philosopher is a sleek, well-dressed citizen of 
London ; and Voltaire is merely an ugly Frenchman.' 

The original study by Haydon for this head of Words- 
worth ia now in the possession of Mr Stephen Pearce, 54 
Queen Anne Street, Cavendish Square, Loudon, who writes 
to me as follows ; ' The portrait I have of Wordsworth is 
the original study in black chalk, by Haydon, the painter. 
They were great friends. The head is larger than life, 
most carefully drawn, and was executed for the purpose 
being placed in Haydon's large picture of Christ's Enl 
into Jerusalem. It was his general plan with all 
principal heads in his pictures to make chalk studies, 
then, I believe, to paint from them- In that large picti 
Haydon painted several of his eminent friends, using them' 
as models. The face and expression of the bead of 
Wordsworth are those of one bowing in reverenca to ChristL 
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on tinted paper, aud beneath tlie head in Haydon'a 
writing ia — 

Wordsworth. 

For Entry iuto Jerusalem, 1619.' 

This Haydon drawing was bought by Mr Pearce at the sale 
of some of Haydon's efiecta in 1852, and haa been in his 
possession ever since, 

IX. 

The second picture by Haydon was drawn during the 
following year, while the artist, according to the testimony 
given below, was staying at Rydal Mount I find no trace 
of this visit to Eydal in Haydou's own aiitobiograpMcal 
memoranda; but his records of the years 1818 and 1819 
are extremely meagre, and the date of the drawing is un- 
doubted. The original is in the possession of Mrs Walter 
Field, the only daughter of the late Mr William Strick- 
land Cook son, Hampstead, and was given to him by 
Wordsworth's sons, Mrs Field writes to me of it, 'The 
sketch in my possession is a crayon drawing on tinted 
paper, made by Haydon while staying at Rydal Mount, and 
presented by him to Mr Wordsworth, It was, I believe, 
employed in the picture you name. It haa on it, in 
Haydon's writing, " B. E, Haydon, in respect and a£fection, 
l7th June 1818;" and in Wordsworth's writing, " Wm. 
Wordsworth, 1818.'" 

It was engraved by Thomas Landseer, Southampton 
Street, and published by him on May I, 1831. 

It is a three-quarters face, with a large turn-down collar, 
showing the throat. The face looks somewhat over the 
right shoulder to the spectator's left, and shows an outline 
of the back of the bead. It haa the appearance of never 
having been quite finished, but the massivenesa of the bead 
is well rendered. 
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A living artist, coimnentiDg on this picture, writes to 
thns: — 

ViMe 8< 

I have 8een the Haydon "Wordsworth." I distmst 
merits as a piece of dratightinaiisliip ; and I suspect 
there is too much Haydon ia it to make it valuable as > 
likeness. It was taken when Wordsworth was forty-eight 
years ot age. If it is rightly drawn, Wordsworth must have 
had a very great development of the back of the head, 
cannot imagine how such a head and face could ever 
into anything like the head and face which Miss Gilli( 
painted in 1841. TIiaL portrait strikes me as lacking in 
the representation of the strength and stubbornness which 
must have been evident in Wordsworth's face, but I 
that there is a Ukeness in it. It is very dulicately 
carefully done. . . . There is a want of thoroughness and 
humility, as it appears to me, in that sketch of Haydon'a.' 

Wordsworth, I am told, used to speak of this as the 
ness of ' the brigand.' 



X. 

In 1831 Sir William Eoxall painted a small half-lenj 
hkeness, wliich was engraved by J. Bromley, aad suh( 
quently by It. RoSe, for the frontispiece to tlie twenty-sixl 
volume of The Mirrur, published in 1835. The original is 
now at the Stepping Stones, Ambleside, in the possession 
of Mr Gordon Wordsworth, tlie poet's grandson. It ' 
also engraved by J. Cochran. It was also engraved 1 
J. B. Longacre, for Professor Henry Reed's American editjd 
of Wordsworth's Poetical Works, published at PliiladelpN 
in 1844. 

XI. 

In or about the same year, Wilkins published a lithoj 
in hia series of Men of the Day, including Lockhart, i 
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Cunningham, Rogers, etc. This likeness was nearly life 
tize. The print of it, which I have seen, has these words 
underneath : ' Printed by C. HiillmandelL Drawn from 
life, and on stone, by Mr William Wilkins, 20 Newman 
Street. Published as the Act directs, by J. Dickinson, 114 
Jfew Bond Street.' The poet himself, however, used to call 
it the portrait of ' the stamp distributor.' 

XII, 

I place next to this a medallion in wax by "William 
W. Wyon, A.K.A. — a companion to one which Wyon did 
of Southey. It was taken iu 1835, the same year as that 
in which Southoy's was done.* It is now in the possession 
of Mr Gordon Wordsworth, the poet's grandson. Wyon was 
an engraver, and designer of coins and medals. He held the 
post of second engraver to the Min t, from 1816 to 1851. 

XIII. 
In the year 1837, when Wordsworth was iu Rome along 
■with Mr Crabb Robinson, liis portrait was painted by Severn, 
the friend of Keats. It is a small picture (13 inches by 9), 
Miss Caroline Fox tells us that Hartley Coleridge thought 
this the best of all the portraits. It is now in India, in the 
possession of the grandson of the poet, the Principal of 
Elphinstone College, Bombay, who wrote to me of it thus : — 
April 18, 1882. — I possess the portrait painted in Rome; 
but I neither consider it a pleasing picture, nor a satisfactory 
likeness. . . . The artist has, I dare say, conveyed a 
sufficiently faithful representation of what Wordsworth was, 
in hia less inspired momenta, about the year 1836. He is 
represented seated, with an umbrella in his hand, with the 
■air and attitude, as T have always thought, of an elderly 



* See SoutheT'a Li/e attd Corrttpondaiee, vol. vL p. 373. 
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ejtjjep, waiting for a " bos," or some public cunvejance I 
Uuak I bare he<ml Utal Wordsworth himself said that it 
aude him look n>ore like a banker than a poet ; perhaps he 
Oi^)it to hare said a stamp distributor.' 

Writing to hia sister front Albano. during the Italian tma 
, irf 1837, Wordsworth said, ' Mr Severn, tite friend of Keats, 
> taken mj pinttait, which I mean to present to Isabella.* 
I bar joa will not, nor will she, be satisfied with iL It 
is thought, however, to be a pretty good Ukeness as to 
features ; only foUowiog the fact, he has made me look al 
least four years older than I am.' 



XIV. 



for St^ 
ipreseoMl 



Xeit in order come the five pictures painted by 
Picker^ills. Either and son. 

The first (which, in historical sequence, would be 
twelfth in the list) was painted at Rydal Mount, but 
finished in London, by H. W. Pickersgill, R.A., for Si 
John's College, Cambridge, at the request of the 
and Fellows. It is three-quarters length, and repi 
the poet in a black cloak lined with red. It originally 
hung in the Combination Room, but has been transferred 
to the Dining Hall at St John's College. It was engraved 
by W. H. Watt for the stereotyped edition of the poems, 
issued in 183C ; and also by C. Rolls in 1838, and 
published in Thf Modtm Potts and Artists of Great Britain, 
edited by S. C. Hall (Loudon: Whitaker and Ck)., 1838). 
It was this picture that gave rise to the not very 
appropriate sonnet, beginning — 

Go, ftiithful Portrait I &nil, where long hath knelt 
Murgaret, tiie taintljr Foundreiu, take thj^ place. 

The following description of it is by the Kev. Alexai 

* Hi( daughtei-iu-Uir, hi| aon Johtt'i wife. 
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!Veeman, M.A-, Fellow of St John'a College, Cambridge : 

-' William Wordsworth, Poet, by H. W. Pickersgill, K.A. ; 
Banvas 5 feet by 4 feet 4 in. ; lake scenery in background ; 
seated under a high bank ; black cloak, lined with red, 
tiirown open ; left hand rests on some papers, holding 
pencil. Painted in old age, at Eydal Mount, for St John's 
Collie, about 1831 ; grey hair, rather sharp features, 
three-quarter face, turning over right shoulder, three- 
quarter length.' * 

Mr William Wordsworth, the poet's son, told me that it 
was painted in London in 1830. The above sonnet was 
written in 1832. But in a postscript by Dorothy Words- 
worth to a letter of her brother's to Sir W. Rowan 
Hamilton, written on June 13, 1831, she says, 'Tliis very 
moment a letter arrives, very complimentary, from the 
Master of St John's College, Cambridge, (the place of my 
brother William's education), requesting him to sit for his 
portrait, etc' She adds, ' Of course my brother consents, 
but the difficulty is to fix on an artist. Tliere never yet 
has been a good portrait of my brother. The sketch by 
Haydon is a fine drawing, but what a likeness! All that 
there is of likeness makes it to me the more dist^eeable," 

I do not think this picture of Pickersgill's was painted 
till 1832. Wordsworth, writing to Dr Arnold on Sept. 19, 
1832, speaks of having had Pickersgill down for the purpose 
ol painting it. Henry Crabb Robinson wrote in his Diary 
of May 30, 1833, ' I went to Pickei-sgill's to see liis paint- 
ing of Wordsworth. It is in every respect a fine picture, 
except that the artist has made the disease in Wordsworth's 
eyes too apparent. The picture wants an oculist.' 

Wordsworth writing to Mr Moxon, October 10, I83G, 
^refers to the print of this portrait by Pickersgill, and 
templains of ' an air of fulness spread through the whole, 
T/u Eagle, ytA. li. No. 61. 
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which is the more felt, from a aull in the original pici 
of a weakness of expression about the upper lip. 
again (in October 20, 1836), *I am still of opioion, 
wliich others concur, that the attitude has a look 
decrepitude, in consequeuce of the whole person not being 
given. It appears to me to be beautifully engravei* 



XV. 



loidlH 
btei9 



A copy of this picture was painted by Pickersgill jui 
(H. H. Pickersgill), for Mrs Qnillinnn, the poet's daught 
It was partly taken from one or two fresh sittings, and 
partly from his father's previous portrait In Henry Crabb 
Bobiuson's Diary of March 3, 1835, llie following occurs: 
' Walked with the Wordsworths to Pickersgill, who is painU 
ing a small likeness of the poet for Dora." Again, March Kgl 
1835 : 'Called on Wordsworth by appointment at Pickere- 
gill's. The small picture is much better than the large one 
W. walked with me to see the bust at Penman's. He thinks_ 
it a good likeness.' 



XVT. 

Another copy of the St John's Pickersgill, drawn by t 
artist's son for the poet's brother Cliristopher — the '. 
of Trinity Collie, Cambridge — is now in the ] 
the Bishop of St Andrews. 



XVII. 

In 1840, the elder Pickersgill took a likeness of the p 
for Sir Kobert Peel, to be placed in his gallery of Livinj 
Authors in Drayton Manor. Wordsworth wrote thus of il^ 
to Mr Eeed, Philadelphia :—' Jan. 13, 1841. — Pickersgi 
came down last summer to paint a portrait of nie for 6 
Robert Peel's Gallery at Drayton Manor. It was generalln 
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thought here [i.e, at Rydal] that this work was more suc- 
cessful as the likeness than the one he painted some years 
ago for St John's College, at the request of the Master 
and Fellows.' On the 1st of Sept 1840, Wordsworth wrote 
of this picture to the artist Haydon, ' I am this moment (while 
dictating this letter) sitting to Mr Pickersgill, who has kindly 
come down to paint me at leisure, for Sir Eobert Peel, in 
whose gallery at Drayton the portrait will probably be hung/ 
An engraving of this picture of Pickersgill's, by T. Skel- 
ton, is published in the Memoirs of the poet, written by the 
Bishop of Lincoln. 

XVIII. 

A replica of the last portrait, also by Pickersgill, may be 
seen in the South Kensington National Portrait Gallery. 
The catalogue informs us that it was purchased by the 
Trustees in 1860; and the Director and Secretary, Mr 
Scharf, informs me that it was bought from Mr Pickersgill 
himself. 

XIX. 

Following the five Pickersgills come the five portraits 
by Miss Margaret Gillies, wliich were taken on ivory. 
In reference to these, I quote the artist's own state- 
ment, sent to me in 1882: — *I visited Rydal Mount in 
1841, at the invitation of Mr and Mrs Wordsworth, to 
make a miniature, which was commissioned by Mr Moon 
(the publisher) for the purpose of engraving. The engrav- 
ing from tliis by Edward M*Innes was published on the 
6th of August 1841, and republished Feb. 15, 1853, by 
Miss Boyd, 467 Oxford Square. The original was sold 
many years afterwards, and is now in America.' A few 
years ago it was repurchased, and is now in the possession 
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of Sir Henry Doulton, Lambeth. It has been engraved by 
Sir Henry for the volume of Seledums from Wordsiewlh, 
recently compiled by members of the Wordsworth Society. 

XX. 

'The second portrait was similar in position to the first; 
the Wordsworths being so pleased with the one done for 
Moon, as to wish it repeated for themselves, with tlie addildon 
of Mrs Wordsworth at the poet's side in one picture,'* 

XXI. 

' A copy of the same was subsei|uently taken for Miss 
Quillinan, and is now in her pos-^ession at Loughrigg 
Holme. 

XXII. 

■ The third portrait was a profile. It was also from life. 
It was engraved by Annitage, and published in a book 
entitled The JVew» Spiril of the Age. issued by Smith and 
Elder in 1843 or 1844. I do nol know what became of 
the original of this profila I considered it, as a likeness, 
the most satisfactory of the threa The engraving from the 
first portrait was not a very good representation of the 
picture." 

The original of Uie profile is in the possession of 
William Wordsworth, and is by far the best likeness of 
three. The engraving — which has been often reproduced in 
popular editions of the Works — does no justice to it. 
Wordsworth, writing to Mr Thomas Powell in 1841, says, 
'I think yon will be delighted with a profile picture on 
ivory with which Miss Gillies is at this moment engaged. 

* Thii picture duscentled to the poet'a grKidaon, WillUtn WordiirorUi, 
EtphlnitoDs College, Bombay, and wu ucideiitsU; bnnit. 
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Wordsworth seems to prefer it as a likeness to anything 
at Miss G. has yet dona' 

Mr Powell published a volume oi poems, in which there 
one On a For trait of Words-worth painted hy Mise 
argarei Gillies. Judging, however, by the following 
:tract, 1 tldnk that he refers to the first portrait painted 
r her: — 

Hen I seem to gaze 
On Wordsworth's hononred face ; for in the cells 
Of thoee deep eyes Thought like a prophet dwells, 
And round thoee drooping lips Song like 21 munnnr strays. 

XXIII. 
Misa Gillies painted another portrait, of the poet and hia 
wife — a copy of the one humt iu India — for Mr William 
Wordsworth. It is now at the Stepping Stones, Ambleside, 
miniature in oil of Mrs Wordsworth in her old age, 
taken by Miss Gillies, ia now at Mrs Charles Lewis's, Cam- 
bridge Terrace, London. 

XXIV. 

In 1 842 Wordsworth again sat to Haydon at the 
painter's urgent request. In a letter to Professor Keed of 
Philadelphia, written in January 18il, Wordsworth says, 
Haydon is bent upon coming to Rydal next siuumer, with 
he view of painting a likeness of me, not a mere matter- 
of-fact portrait, but one of a poetical character, in which he 
will endeavour to place his friend in some favourite scene 
of these mountains. I am rather afraid, I own, of any 
attempt of this kind, notwithstanding my liigh opinion of 
his abilities ; but, if lie keeps in his present mind, which I 
doubt, it would be in vain to oppose his inclination. He 
great eothuaiaat, possessed also of a most active 
intellect; but he wants that submissive and steady good 
2 D 
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sense, which is absolutely necessary for the adeqtta 
development of power, in tJiat art to which he is attached.' 

It does not appear, however, that Haydon did >'iat-' 
Rydal Mount in 1842. In that year Wordsworth » 
London, anil Haydon painted hini in his own stndia 

In the AiUobiography, already referred to, the foUoviag 
occurs under date June 14, 1842*: — 'Wordsworth sat, 
and looked venerable, hut I was tired with the heat. . 
I made a successful sketch. He comes again to-morroW 
16th. — Wordsworth breakfasted with me, and we had I 
good sitting. He was remarkably well, and in betta 
spirits.' Further on, in this Autobiography, we read that 
' He [i.e., Haydon] sent, at the request and pressure of MisB 
Mitford, to her friend Miss E. B. Barrett (now Mrs Brown- 
ing), the portrait of Wordsworth on Helvellyn, paint«& 
this year.' t Tlie portrait inspired the following sonnet bj 
Mrs Browning. 

ON A PORTRAIT OP WORDSWORTH BY B. B. HAYDON. 

Wordaworth upon Helvellyn ! Let the cloud 
Ebb audibly aloug the mountain -wind 
Then break againat the rock, and show behind 
The lowland valleys floating up Ui crowd 
The aeuae with beauty. He with forehead bowed 
And bumble -lidded eyes, as one inclined 
Before the aovran thought of his own mind, 
And very meek with inspirationa proud, 
Takea here his rightful place oa poet-pnest 
By the high altar, aiugtog praise and prayer 
Tu the higher Beavena. A noble vision free 
Our Haydon's Land baa flung out from the mist ! 
No portrait this, with academic air ! 
This ia the poet and bis poetry. 

One of the last entries iu Haydon's diary, June 18, 18' 



* VoL iiL p. 323 (wcond edition). 
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days before his death, when hard pressed by bis 
ronie embarrassments — is to this effect, " I sent . . . 
jWordsworth . to Miss Barrett, to protect." 

In tliis picture Haydou represented Wordsworth as if 

ending Helvellyn, and composing the sonnet addressed 

himself (Haydon) on his portrait of the Duke of 

Wellington upon the field of Waterloo. The soniiet was 

rritten in 1840, and the portrait represents Wordsworth in 

seventy-second year. It was bought at the sale of 

[aydon's effects by Mr Cornelius Nicholson of Ventnor, 

pale of Wight, in whose possession it uuw is. It was eu- 

raved by Thomas Lupton in 1848, and has been frequently 

ieprodnced. A few years ago it was lent by Mr Nicholson 

ibr the purpose of being etched for the present work. Of 

picture by Haydon, Wordsworth wrote to the artist, 

. 24, 1846: — 'I myself think that it is the best like- 

i — that is, the most characteristic that has been done 
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Mr Francis Bennoch, 5 Tavistock Square, London, tells 

! that he possesses a portrait of Wordsworth setUcd on 

Helvellyn, by B. R. Haydon. It is, he says, ' on canvas 

about four or five feet square, and was painted on the 

occasion when the poet was last in London, prior to the 

artist's death. The head was sketched with infinite care, 

I and is altogether the most characteristic likeness I have 

I ever seen of him. He sat for it two or three times, but 

I it was never finbhed. The general idea of the scene is 

■ dearly indicated, though rough exceedingly. From the 

I elevated point on which Wordsworth is seated, the shim- 

L mering on the surface of the lake is seen far beneath, while 

fOrerhead an eagle is perched on a crag. . . . The head of 
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the poet, however, is the only part really worth pre- 
serving.' 

XXVL 

In 1844, Mr Henry Inman, an American artist (1802- 
1846), was commissioned by Professor Reed, of Philadelphia, 
to paint a likeness of Wordsworth for him. Mr Inman, 
while in England, took portraits of Macanlay and Chalmeis, 
as well as of Wordsworth, and amongst his landscapes was 
one of Rydal Falls. His portrait of Wordaworth belongs 
to Mr Reed's widow in Philadelphia. Mr Yamall, ot 
Wynndown, Overbrook, Montgomery Co., Pa., wrote to me 
of this picture, Feb. 14, 1881: 'Not having seen it tur 
several years, I made a careful examination ot it within a 
few days. It ia in perfect condition, evidently represents 
the poet at bis best, and is a singularly clear and beautiful 
work of art It is not quite but almost a profile — the fnee 
indicating perfect health — the features rather latge, the 
complexion very clear, and the large grey eyes with tliat 
fur-off look that gaze into the future, which has so often 
been described. I think the expression of the eyes is the 
most noticeable characteristic of this picture, of which Mrs 
Wordsworth wrote, " In my opinion . . . Mr h 
portrait of my husband is the best likeness that has 
taken of him." 

Mr Yamall wrote, on June 27, 1882: 'The other foT 
traits are more or less conventional — while the true man, 
Wordsworth as he was, as he lived and moved among 
the sons of men — not perhaps the ideal poet, but the 
aomewhat rustic dweller among the hills — speaks in the 
Inman picture. It is a likeness. It is the man, 
far-off gaze, who wrote the poems. Do you need 
than that ? To my mind its simplicity is its charm.' 



Innia9^_ 
hasbcfl 



in, with ti|^ 
need nu^H 



APPENDIX V. 



The following is Mr lumau's letter to Professor Reed, 
scribing his picture : — 



' Nsw YoBK, Jii'ie 23, 1846. 

My Dsak Sir, — ... Mr Wordaworth'a reception of me 
id the brief professional and social intercourse I enjoyed 
;th him and liis excellent family, fumisli me with none 
:t the most pleasing recollections. He seemed to be much 
itified with your request for his portrait ; and though his 
lOuse teems with tokens of regard from his countrymen, he 
idently had a peculiar value for this transatlantic com- 
tliment to his genius. On a fine morning (I think it was 
the 20th of August 1844) I made my first visit to 
iydal Mount. I found the house of the poet most delight- 
ly situated — a long, low cottage almost buried among 
fUeea and clustering vines. It is built upon a small 
heminence called Kydal Mount, and behind the house the 
diffe of Fairfield Fell rise in picturesque beauty ; and from 
its rocky ravine issues forth a pleasing waterfall or "Force" 
called Rydal Falls, whose waters precipitate themselves in 
itwo sheets a few hundred yards from the house. 

Mr Wordsworth received me with unaffected courtesy; 
:Bnd my first close and technical observation of him did not 
IbU to note the peculiarly genial smile which lights up a 
face full of intelligence and good-nature. 

I took sittings of him nearly every day, and in the 
presence of Mrs Wordsworth and his daughter and a son (a 
fine-looking yonng man, holding some Government appoiut- 
^tQeot, I believe, at Carlisle). 

It was dehghtful to mark the close and kindly sympathy 
that seemed to bind the aged poet and his wife together. 
They had known each other from the early period of 
infancy, having gone to the same school at three years of 
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age. She sat close at liis side when the sittings were 
taken, and the good old man frequently, in the course of 
a conversation mainly addressed to myself, turned to t 
with an affectionate inquiry for her opinion respecting ti 
sentiment he bad just expressed, and listenetl with inter 
to her replies, . . . The poet accompanied me twice o 
sketching excursions, and pointed out various points < 
view, which seemed favourable as subjects for the penm 
In walking over his own groimds, he would pause occasion- 
ally to invite my attention to some fine old tree, whose 
■ verdurous torso ' (that waa his phrase) clianced to strike 
his imagination as worthy of remark. He would point to 
its gnarled and tortuous trunk with the same gusto witli 
which the statuary might scan a fragment from the chisel 
of Phidias. His gallerj' of gems were all from the hand of 
Nature, — the moss-covered rock, the shining cascade, 
placid lake, or splintered mountain pinnacle, seemed e 
constitute for liim a prideful possession, — and well i 
might, for his footstep has during a long life pervaded e 
marked point of interest in that picturesque region. 

When the picture was finished, he said all that shoo] 
satisfy my anxious desire for a successful termination to n 
labours. His wife, son, and daughter, all expressed 1 
approval of my work. He told me he had sat twenty-sen 
times to various artists," and that my picture was the 1 
likeness of thejn aU. Pray excuse this irregular and hat 
scrawl, aud believe me, your obhged and obedient servan^ 
H. IsuAy' 



Of the last -mentioned picture Mr Inmau made a replitf 
which was presented by Mr Reed to Wordsworth, and v 
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hung at Bydal Mount ever afterwards during the poet's life- 
tima It is now, I believe, in the possession of his grand- 
son, the Rev. John Wordsworth, Gosforth Rectory, Cam- 
forth, Cumberland. 

XXVIIL 

While staying at Rydal Mount, Inman also made a pen- 
and-ink sketch of the residence and grounds, which he after- 
wards painted on canvas, introducing the figure of the poet ; 
but he died before the picture was finished. Mr Yamall 
tells me that he has seen both the sketch and the unfinished 
picture, and that both are very good. 

XXIX. 

In 1847 a Carlisle artist, Carrick, took a miniature in 
water-colour, some time before he took one of the poet 
Rogers. It is in the possession of Mr William Wordsworth ; 
but it is a poor likeness. Mr Wordsworth told me that the 
late Lord Bradford had a copy of this picture of Carrick's 
taken by himself. Wordsworth, writing to Rogers on March 
10, 1848, says he forwards a letter from Carrick, requesting 
to be allowed to take Rogers' portrait, and Wordsworth 
adds, * He took my portrait, when I met him not long ago 
at his native place, Carlisle. If you should comply with his 
request, I should be gratified, and should deem it an honour 
to be associated with you in this way.' 

XXX. 

I now come to four busts of Wordsworth. The precise 
date of the earliest I have not been able to ascertain. It 
is one of the most interesting of the busts at Coleorton 
Hall, near Ashby-de-la-Zouche, in Leicestershire, where 
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Wordsworth was a frequent ^-isitor of the late Sir ( 
Beaumont, and where he spent the winter of 18 
part of the summer of 1807. Sir George Beaumont, who 
was himself an artist — and whose picture of Peel Castle in 
a Storm gave rise to some of the finest stanzas Wordsworth 
ever wrote — conamissioned Chan trey to take the bast, 
which was certainly executed before the year 1821, and 
which was engraved for the 8vo edition of the Poems, 
1845. Mr Henry Reed tells me that the poet told his 
father in 1845 that when he sat for this bust he chanted 
the lines 1 

But wild is he with modest looks, etc. ■ 

It has been said that Wordsworth himself wished to be 
known to posterity by this statue ; and some have pro- 
nounced it 'a very noble idealisation,' Mr Thnipp 
considers it ' too smoothly shaven and ctiiselted, and 
without mental expression.' Hazlitt said of it,* ' It wants 
marking traits.' ' The bust flatters his head.' ColeridgB 
remarked of Chantre/s bust that it was ' more 
Wordsworth than Wordsworth was like himself.' 



XXXI. 



Mr Angus Fletcher, brother of Lady Ilichardson of 
Lancri^, — who studied under Chantrey, and who executed 
busts of Mrs Hemaus and Joanna Baillie — also took one of 
Wordsworth. The year is uncertain, but it was either in 
1842, or between that year and 1844. Of this bust, 
which is at Lancrigg, a niece of the artist writes to me: — 
" The Wordsworth head is very like in air and expression, 
and much more like than the medaUion in the Church, 
although there is no comparing the two artista. 

* Smi Koota Ambrotiana, No. II. 



1 



APPENDIX V, 



tben Mr Woolner had never seen Wortkwortli, whereas 
my uncle had opportiinitiea of seeing him daily.' 



Tlien there is the medallion just mentioned, designed by 
Mr Woolner for Grasmere Church. In reference to it Mr 
Woolner writes : — 

'29 Welbkok Strbbt, W., 
January 26, 1883. 

Dkar Sib, — I was staying with tlie Tenuysons in the 
autumn of 1850 at Coniston Lake, and while there was 
introduced to Mrs Fletcher of Tiancngg, and her son Angus, 
Dt Davy (brother of Sir Humphry), wlio mairied a 
daughter of Mrs Fletcher, and to other friends of 
Wordsworth ; and I feel sure it was in the following 
year, 1861, that I was asked to prepare a design for 
the tablet which is in Grasmere Church. 

Angus Fletcher, Dr Davy, and Mr Quillinan, son-in-law 
of Wordsworth, were the persons who assisted me, and 
with whom I corresponded on the subject. Unhappily, 
they are all now dead, and the affair seems to me more 
like a circumstance I had read of, than anything that 
I was ever personally connected witli. 

One of the plants on the tablet is the lesser celandine, 
and 1 found myself scolded in the Gardeners' Ovroniele 
about a year ago for mistaking it for the greater celandine, 
an entirely gratuitous assumption on the writer's part, as I 
had no intention of representing the greater, that being 
a flower wholly imsuited to my purpose. 

The tablet was executed for his friends. — Ever truly yours, 
Thos. Woolnek.' 
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In 1852, Mr Frederick Thrupp designed the statue which 
ia now in the Baptistery at Westminster Abbey. The 
model iu plaster, from which the marble in the Abbey 
done, is at the Crystal Palace, Sydenham. Of this stati 
Mr Thrupp writes : — 

' !32 Mabtlsbokk Boad, Losdok, N.W. 

Deab Sir, — In answer to your note, I beg to inform you 
that I am the sculptor of the statue of Wordsworth which 
is in the Baptistery of Westminster Abbey. Soon after his 
death it was proposed and subscribed for by public con- 
tributions, brought forward chiefly by Sir John Coleridge. 
The present Lord Chief-Justice, with Sir W. Boxall and Mr 
J. Spedding, were Secretaries and the Executive Committee. 
There was a general competition among sculptors for the 
statue. I made four models varied in position, and tii6' 
present statue was preferred as giving his contemplative" 
character. As regards the clothing of the figure adopted, it 
is really just what he wore, his ordinary dress, covered by a 
plaid, such as he was wont to wear, or a cape. A visitor 
to my study related to me how he, travelling in Switzer- 
land, came to an hotel, in the grounds of which he saw 
a mail sitting, and just as my statue has represented him. 
On joining the company of the stranger, and conversing 
with him, he soon discovered that he was talking wiUi 
William Wordsworth. To obtain a likeness 1 depended on 
8 cast of his face taken in plaster during Ms lifetime ; also 
on Haydou's painting and drawing, which perhaps, like all 
the painters' heads, is rather too strongly featured about the 
mouth. He habitually thickened the lips, and curled then] 
overmuch. 

Chantrey's bust is too smoothly shaven and chiselled, is 
done iu his most mannered style, without mental expTe3si(aL 
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Kckersgill's portrait is a mild likeness, and without fervour 
or power of thought. — I remain, dear Sir, yours faithfully, 

Frederick Thrupp.' 

XXXIV. 

Mr Thrupp's bust was moulded from a mask of which 
some casts were taken. Of what he calls the ' imsophisti- 
cated mould,' Sir Henry Taylor remarks in lus AutdbiO' 
graphy, p. 60, * It is admirable as a likeness, in my opinion, 
and to my knowledge in that of Mrs Wordsworth ; and there 
is a rough grandeur in it, with which, if it were to be con- 
verted into marble, posterity might be content.' 

XXXV. 

In 1852, Mr Woolner also prepared a design for a 
seated statue, and part of a monimient ; but as the design 
was not selected, the work was never executed. The design 
is preserved, and is reproduced in Wordsioorthiana, — a 
volume selected from the " Transactions of the Wordsworth 
Society." 

XXXVI. 

Mr Jacob Thompson, a Cumberland artist (bom 1806, 
died 1879), and a friend of Wordsworth, took several 
drawings connected with the poet— one of Rydal Mount ; 
another, a view from the Mount ; a third representing the 
stone in the grounds of the Mount that had been spared ' at 
Wordsworth's suit ' ' from some rude beauty of its own ; ' a 
fourth, a view of the poet's grave in Grasmere Churchyard. 
' Later on,' according to the account given by Mr Llewel- 
lynn Jewitt, 'Jacob Thompson designed two illustrative 
pictures which he himself drew on the wood, and presented 
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ready for engraving to his friend Mr Hall, for his Soeiirf 
Noie^ The first of these, commemorative of Wordsworth, 
1>ears in the circle an original portrait of the Laureate, and 
a composition of landscape which includes in the middle 
distance the home of the poet, Rydal Mount, Rydal Water, 
in the distance the mountains, and, in the foreground — 
evidently by the side of the stone, which at his suit was 
spared — one of the poet's own creations, the simple pastoral 
of Barbara Lewthwaite and her pet lamb.' The portrait 
represents the head and bust (clothed) in advanced middle 
life. It is a three-quarters face, turned to the left.* 



XXXVII. 
Mr Stephen Pearce, of 54 Queen Anne Street, Cavendish 
Square, who possesses one of the Haydon drawings of 
Wordsworth (see No. VII.), writes to me of a life-sized paper 
profile by Sir George Beaumont, also in bis possession. Ou 
this is written in Haydon "s autograph : 

'Wordsworth, a profile sketched and cut out by 
George Beaumont, when I was going to have a bust of him.' 

Mr Pearce says, ' This profile was evidently first drawn 
in pencil by Sir George Beaumont, and then cut out with a 
knife or scissors by Sir George Beaumont also. 

* Haydon writes in bis Autobiography, April 13th, 1816 
" I liad a cast made yesterday of Wordawortli's face," It 
on that occasion, I expect, that Sir George Beaumont drew 
Wordsworth's profile in pencil, and then cut it out 
Haydon evidently valued it, as be preserved it. 

' I do not believe that Haydon had anything whatever tO' 
do with the drawing of it, or the cutting out of it. I expect' 
that Sir George Beanmont waa present when Haydon ^ras 
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going to have a cast made ot Wordsworth's face ; and, as 
they were all great friends. Sir Geoi^e sketched Words- 
worth's profile, and then cat it out. Haydon may have 
suggested improvements to Sir George as he was doing it.' 

XXXVIII. 

This cast of Wordsworth's face, taken by Haydon in 

181 5, may stand as likeness No. XXXVIII. Mr Thrupp tells 

me that he made use of it in his construction of the Words- 

■worth statue, now in the Baptistery of Westminster Abbey. 

XXXIX AND XL. 

Samuel Lawrence made two very interesting sketches 
of Wordsworth's head, whicli now belong to Mr Dykes 
Campbell, who writes of them thus: — 

' I am unable to assign any probable date, but they were 
evidently made when Wordsworth was an elderly if not 
quite an old man. They are in charcoal. . . . One day 
when I was showing the whole of these sketclies by Lawrence 
to Mrs Proctor, she identified many of tlie heads, and was 
particularly struck by the two of Wordsworth, as being so 
like him, as she remembered him. Lawrence was perhaps 
the most faithful reproducer of men's features of his day, 
and he had sketched, as he had known (with more or less 
intimacy), all the best literary men of the period. Mr 
Browning told me, looking at my sketches of Carlyle by 
Lawrence, tliat Carlyle had told him more tlian once that 
Lawrence was the only man who had ever made a thoroughly 
satisfactory portrait of him.' 

XLI. 
There have been several attempts, since Wordsworth's 
death, to produce a likeness of him, founded upon previous 
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portraits and descriptions of his appearance, "WliateTer 
tlieir artistic merits, they are of no great valne as likenesses. 
But two exceptions may be mad& The first is Mr 
Aniiitage'a fresco drawing at University CoU^e Hall, 
Uordon Sfiiiare, London. This painting was designed to 
conunemorate the late Mr Henry Cmhb Robinson. On 
one side are grouped his German, and on the other his 
English friends. Wordsworth is seated, with Coleridge, 
Southey, Lamb, and others near him. Of this fresco Mr 
Armitage wrrites : — 

' 3 TTai.i. Road, St Jomr'a Wood, 
JuM 29, 1&82. 

Dear Sik, — The likeness of Wordsworth in my mural 
painting at University Hall was certainly not taken from 
life, and I really cannot recollect exactly from what 
portrait of the poet I constructed my version of him. 

I fancy my authorities were an engraved portrait of him 
in a book, and a medallion profile, but I cannot be snre; 
and Mr Edwin Field, who exerted himself to get me the 
most trustworthy data for my portraits, has been dead 
many years. — Yours very truly, K Akmitage.' 



XLIL 

Another reconstruction of Wordsworth worthy of notice 
was by Thomas Faed, R.A., in his picture representing Sir 
Walter Scott and his literary friends at Abbotsford, It 
was engraved by James Faed, and published by James 
Keith, Edinburgh, on the 2d of January 1854. This 
likeness of Wordsworth is evidently baaed on the Pickers- 
gill portrait in St Jolm's College, Cambridge, He is 

iresented as seated in the centre of the group of Sir 
Iter's friends, between Jeffrey and Lockhart. 
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XLIIL 

There was a pen-and-ink sketch of Wordsworth taken by 
Alfred Croquis [D. Maclise, R.A.], and published by James 
Farmer, 215 Regent Street, London, to which no date 
is assigned ; but as the poet's name is printed below, * Wm. 
Wordsworth, author of the Excursion,' I infer it may 
belong to some year between 1820 and 1830. It has no 
great merit. 

XLIV. 

I have also heard of a sketch of the head of the poet, 
taken in Rydal Church, in the year 1845, by a living 
artist, an eminent portrait painter ; but as it has been lost 
for the present, description of it in detail is unnecessary. 

I have also seen a portrait — which is said to be original, 
but is of little value — at Brinsop Court, Herefordshire; 
and another in a private house at Kendal. 

On the whole, I am inclined to think that the best 
likenesses are one of those by Haydon (No. XXIV.), the 
profile by Miss Gillies (No. XXII.), Inman's picture (No. 
XXVI.), and the busts by Angus Fletcher (No. XXXI.) 
and by Thrupp (No. XXXIII.). 



TCBKBULL AND 8PB1M, PBINTESS, ICDI5BDX0H. 



« 

i 



EllRATA AND ADDENDA. 

Note to p. 10, lines 17 and 22. It Wiis probably to Thomas, not Josiuh 
Wed«^ewood, that Coleridge referred. A " J " might easily have been 
written for a " T " in the MS. 

P. 21, delete last clause of the footnote. 

Pp. 2G, 29, and 38, >r "Paterdalc," read *' Patterdale." 

P. 53, delete " Alfoxden." 

P. 68, /or " ISObr.read " 1806." 

P. 86, 1. 18, for " Sara Hutchinson," read " Sarah." 

P. 121, 1. 13, for "the years 1809-10," read " part of the years 1809-10. 

P. 168, 1. 15, /or "John T.," read "John J." 

P. 175, 1. lii,/or " propaedutic," read " propaideutic." 

P. 193, 1. '60, for " He had heard," read " P. had heard." 

P. 201, 1. 14, /or "Words worths," read "Wordsworth." 
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